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WHAT MAISIE KNEW

The litigation had seemed interminable and had in fact

been complicated ; but by the decision on the appeal the

judgment of the divorce-court was confirmed as to the

assignment o( the child. The father, who, though

bespattered from head to foot, had made good his c

was, in pursuance of this triumph, appointed to keep her :

it was not so much that the mother's character had been

more absolutely damaged as that the brilliancy of a lady's

complexion (and this lady's, in court, was immensely

remarked) might be more regarded as showing the spots.

Attached, however, to the second pronouncement was a

condition that detracted, for Beale Farange, from its

sweetness—an order that he should refund to his late wife

the twenty-six hundred pounds put down by her, as it w

called, some throe years before, in the interest of the

child's maintenance and precisely on a proved understand-

ing that he would take no proceedings : a sum of which

he h id had the administration and of which he could

render not the least account. The obligation thus attri-

buted to her adversary was no small balm to Ida's resent-

ment ;
it drew a part of the sting from her defeat and

compelled Mr. Farange perceptibly to lower his crest

He was unable to produce the money or to raise it in anv

way ; so that after a squabble scarcely less public and

scarcely more decent than the original shock of battle his

A
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only issue from his predicament was a compromise

proposed by his legal advisers and finally accepted by
hers.

His debt was by this arrangement remitted to him and

the little girl disposed of in a manner worthy of the judg-

ment-seat of Solomon. She was divided in two and the

portions tossed impartially to the disputants. They would

take her, in rotation, for six months at a time ; she would

spend half the year with each. This was odd justice in the

eyes of those who still blinked in the fierce light pro-

jected from the tribunal—a light in which neither parent

figured in the least as a happy example to youth and

innocence. What was to have been expected on the

evidence was the nomination, in loco parentis, of some

proper third person, some respectable or at least some

presentable friend. Apparently, however, the circle of the

Faranges had been scanned in vain for any such ornament
;

so that the only solution finally meeting all the difficulties

was, save that of sending Maisie to a Home, the partition

of the tutelary office in the manner I have mentioned.

There were more reasons for her parents to agree to it

than there had ever been for them to agree to anything ;

and they now prepared with her help to enjoy the distinc-

tion that waits upon vulgarity sufficiently attested. Their

rupture had resounded, and after being perfectly insignifi-

cant together they would be decidedly striking apart. Had

they not produced an impression that warranted people in

looking for appeals in the newspapers for the rescue of

the little one—reverberation, amid a vociferous public, of

the idea that some movement should be started or some

benevolent person should come forward? A good lady
came indeed a step or two : she was distantly related to

Mrs. Farange, to whom she proposed that, having children

and nurseries wound up and going, she should be allowed

to take home the bone of contention and, by working it

into her system, relieve at least one of the parents. This
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would make every time, for Maisie, after her inevitable six

months with Beale, much more of a change.
" More of a change ?

"
Ida cried.

" Won't it be enough
of a change for her to come from that low brute to the

person in the world who detests him most ?
"

"
No, because you detest him so much that you'll always

talk to her about him. You'll keep him before her by

perpetually abusing him."

Mrs. Farange stared. "
Pray, then, am I to do nothing

to counteract his villainous abuse of me? "

The good lady, for a moment, made no reply : her

silence was a grim judgment of the whole point of view.

•'Poor little monkey!" she at last exclaimed; and the

words were an epitaph for the tomb of Maisie's childhood.

She was abandoned to her fate. What was clear to any

spectator was that the only link binding her to either parent
was this lamentable fact of her being a ready vessel for

bitterness, a deep little porcelain cup in which biting acids

could be mixed. They had wanted her not for any good

they could do her, but for the harm they could, with her

unconscious aid, do each other. She should serve their

anger and seal their revenge, for husband and wife had

been alike crippled by the heavy hand o( justice, which, in

the last resort, met on neither side their indignant claim to

get, as they called it, everything. If each was only to get

halt, this seemed to concede that neither was so base as

the other pretended, or, to put it differently, offered them
as both bad indeed, since they were only as good as each

other. The mother had wished to prevent the father from,

as she said, "so much as looking" at the child; the

father's plea was that the mother's lightest touch was
"
simply contamination." These were the opposed prin-

ciples in which Maisie was to be educated—she was to lit

them together as she might. Nothing could have been

more touching at first than her failure to suspect the ordeal

that awaited her little unspotted soul. There were persons
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horrified to think what those who had charge of it would

combine to try to make of it : no one could conceive in

advance that they would be able to make nothing ill.

This was a society in which, for the most part, people
were occupied only with chatter, but the disunited couple
had at last grounds for expecting a period of high activity.

They girded their loins ; they felt as if the quarrel had only

begun. They felt indeed more married than ever, inasmuch

as what marriage had mainly suggested to them was the

high opportunity to quarrel. There had been " sides
"

before, and there were sides as much as ever ; for the

sider too the prospect opened out, taking the pleasant
form of a superabundance of matter for desultory con-

versation. The many friends of the Faranges drew

together to differ about them
; contradiction grew young

again over teacups and cigars. Everybody was always

assuring everybody of something very shocking, and

nobody would have been jolly if nobody had been out-

rageous. The pair appeared to have a social attraction

which failed merely as regards each other : it was indeed

a great deal to be able to say for Ida that no one but

Beale desired her blood, and for Beale that if he should

ever have his eyes scratched out it would be only by his

wife. It was generally felt, to begin with, that they were

awfully good-looking
—

they had really not been analysed
to a deeper residuum. They made up together, for

instance, some twelve feet of stature, and nothing was
more discussed than the apportionment of this quantity*
The sole flaw in Ida's beauty was a length and reach of

arm conducive perhaps to her having so often beaten her

ex-husband at billiards, a game in which she showed a

superiority largely accountable, as she maintained, for the

resentment finding expression in his physical violence.

Billiards were her great accomplishment and the distinction

her name always first produced the mention of. Notwith-

standing some very long lines everything about her that

might have been large and that in many women profited by
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the licence was, with a single exception, admired and cited

for its smallness. The exception was her eyes, which

might have been of mere regulation size, but which over-

stepped the modesty of nature ; her mouth, on the other

hand, was barely perceptible, and odds were freely taken

as to the measurement of her waist. She was a person

who, when she was out—and she was always out—pro-

duced everywhere a sense of having been seen often, the

si'nse indeed of a kind of abuse of visibility, so that it

would have been, in the usual places, rather vulgar to

wonder at her. Strangers only did that ;
but they, to the

amusement of the familiar, did it very much : it was an

inevitable way of betraying an alien habit. Like her

husband, she carried clothes, carried them as a train

carries passengers : people had been known to compare
their taste and dispute about the accommodation they gave
these articles, though inclining on the whole to the com-

mendation of Ida as less overcrowded, especially with

jewellery and flowers. Beale Farange had natural decora-

tions, a kind of costume in his vast fair beard, burnished

like a gold breastplate, and in the eternal glitter of the

teeth that his long moustache had been trained not to hide

and that gave him, in every possible situation, the look of

the joy of life. He had been destined in his youth foi

diplomacy and momentarily attached, without a salary, to

a legation which enabled him often to say
" In my time, in

the East
"

: but contemporary history had somehow had no

use for him, had hurried past him and left him in perpetual

Piccadilly. Every one knew what he had—only twenty-
five hundred. Poor Ida, who had run through everything",
had now nothing but her carriage and her paralysed uncle.

This old brute, as he was called, was supposed to have a

lot put away. The child was provided for, thanks to a

crafty godmother, a defunct aunt of Beale's, who had left

her something in such a manner that the parents could

appropriate only the income.



The child was provided for, but the new arrangement was

inevitably confounding to a young intelligence, intensely
aware that something had happened which must matter a

good deal and looking anxiously out for the effects of so

great a cause. It was to be the fate of this patient little

girl to see much more than, at first, she understood, but

also, even at first, to understand much more than any little

girl, however patient, had perhaps ever understood before.

Only a drummer-boy in a ballad or a story could have been

so in the thick of the fight. She was taken into the con-

fidence of passions on which she fixed just the stare she

might have had for images bounding across the wall in the

slide of a magic- lantern. Her little world was phantasma-
goric—strange shadows dancing on a sheet. It was as if

the whole performance had been given for her—a mite of a

half-scared infant in a great dim theatre. She was in short

introduced to life with a liberality in which the selfishness

of others found its account, and there was nothing to avert

the sacrifice but the modesty of her youth.
Her first term was with her father, who spared her only

in not letting her have the wild letters addressed to her by
her mother : he confined himself to holding them up at her

and shaking them, while he showed his teeth, and then

amusing her by the way he chucked them, across the room,

bang into the fire. Even at that moment, however, she

had a scared anticipation of fatigue, a guilty sense of not

rising to the occasion, feeling the charm of the violence
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with which the stiff unopened envelopes, whose big mono-

grams—Ida bristled with monograms—she would have

liked to see, were made to whizz, like dangerous missiles,

through the air. The greatest effect of the great cause

was her own greater importance, chiefly revealed to her in

the larger freedom with which she was handled, pulled
hither and thither and kissed, and the proportionately

greater niceness she was obliged to show. Her features

had somehow become prominent ; they were so perpetually

nipped by the gentlemen who came to see her father and

the smoke of whose cigarettes went into her face. Some
of these gentlemen made her strike matches and light their

cigarettes ; others, holding her on knees violently jolted,

pinched the calves of her legs until she shrieked—her shriek

was much admired—and reproached them with being

toothpicks. The word stuck in her mind and contributed

to her feeling from this time that she was deficient in some-

thing that would meet the general desire. She found out

what it was : it was a congenital tendency to the production
of a substance to which Moddle, her nurse, gave a short,

ugly name, a name painfully associated with the part of the

joint, at dinner, that she didn't like. She had left behind

her the time when she had no desires to meet, none at

least save Moddle's, who, in Kensington Gardens, was

always on the bench when she came back to see if she had

been playing too far. Moddl. re was merely that she

shouldn't do that, and she met it so easily that the only

spots in that long brightness were the moments of her

wondering what would become of her if, on her rushing
back, there should be no Moddle on the bench. They still

went to the Gardens, but there was a difference even there ;

she was impelled perpetually to look at the legs of other

children and ask her nurse if they were toothpicks. Moddle

was terribly truthful; she always said: "Oh, my dear,

you'll not find such another pair as your own." It seemed

to have to do with something else that Moddle often said :
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"You feel the strain—that's where it is ; and you'll feel

it still worse, you know."

Thus, from the first, Maisie not only felt it, but knew that

she felt it. A part of it was the consequence of her father's

telling her that he felt it too, and telling Moddle, in her

presence, that she must make a point of driving that home.

She was familiar, at the age of six, with the fact that

everything had been changed on her account, everything
ordered to enable him to give himself up to her. She was
to remember always the words in which Moddle impressed

upon her that he did so give himself: " Your papa wishes

you never to forget, you know, that he has been dreadfully

put about." If the skin on Moddle's face had to Maisie

the air of being unduly, almost painfully, stretched, it

never presented that appearance so much as when she

uttered, as she often had occasion to utter, such words.

The child wondered if they didn't make it hurt more than

usual
; but it was only after some time that she was able

to attach to the picture of her father's sufferings, and more

particularly to her nurse's manner about them, the meaning
for which these things had waited. By the time she had

grown sharper, as the gentlemen who had criticised her

calves used to say, she found in her mind a collection of

images and echoes to which meanings were attachable—
images and echoes kept for her in the childish dusk, the

dim closet, the high drawers, like games she wasn't yet

big enough to play. The great strain meanwhile was that

of carrying by the right end the things her father said

about her mother—things mostly indeed that Moddle, on a

glimpse of them, as if they had been complicated toys or

difficult books, took out of her hands and put away in the

closet. It was a wonderful assortment of objects of this

kind that she discovered there later, all tumbled up too

with the things, shuffled into the same receptacle, that her

mother had said about her father.

She had the knowledge that, on a certain occasion which
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every day brought nearer, her mother would be at the door

to take her away, and this would have darkened all the

days if the ingenious Moddle had not written on a paper, in

very big, easy words, ever so many pleasures that she would

enjoy at the other house. These promises ranged from " a

mother's fond love
"
to " a nice poached egg to your tea,"

and took by the way the prospect of sitting up ever so late

to see the lady in question dressed, in silks and velvets and

diamonds and pearls, to go out : so that it was a real

support to Maisie, at the supreme hour, to feel that, by

Moddle's direction, the paper was thrust away in her

pocket and there clenched in her fist. The supreme hour

was to furnish her with a vivid reminiscence, that of a

strange outbreak in the drawing-room on the part ot

Moddle, who, in reply to something her father had just

said, cried aloud : "You ought to be perfectly ashamed of

yourself
—you ought to blush, sir, for the way you goon !

"

The carriage, with her mother in it, was at the door ; a

gentleman who was there, who was always there, laughed

out very loud ; her father, who had her in his arms, said

to Moddle :

" My dear woman, I'll settle you presently !

"

—after which he repeated, showing his teeth more than

ever at Maisie while he hugged her, the words for which

her nurse had taken him up. Maisie was not at the moment

so fully conscious of them as of the wonder of Moddle's

sudden disrespect and crimson face ; but she was able to

produce them in the course of five minutes when, in the

carriage, her mother, all kisses, ribbons, eyes, arms, strange

sounds and sweet smells, said to her :

" And did your

beastly papa, my precious angel, send any message to your
own loving mamma?" Then it was that she found the

words spoken by her beastly papa to be, after all, in her

little bewildered ears, from which, at her mother's appeal,

they passed, in her clear, shrill voice, straight to her little

innocent lips. "He said I was to tell you, from him,"

she faithfully reported, "that you're a nasty, horrid pi^ !

"
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In that lively sense of the immediate which is the very air

of a child's mind the past, on each occasion, became for

her as indistinct as the future : she surrendered herself to

the actual with a good faith that might have been touch-

ing to either parent. Crudely as they had calculated, they

were at first justified by the event : she was the little

feathered shuttlecock that they fiercely kept flying between

them. The evil they had the gift of thinking, or pretending
to think, of each other, they poured into her little gravely

gazing soul as into a boundless receptacle ;
and each of

them had, doubtless, the best conscience in the world as to

the duty of teaching her the stern truth that should be her

safeguard against the other. She was at the age for which

all stories are true and all conceptions are stories. The
actual was the absolute

;
the present alone was vivid. The

objurgation, for instance, launched in the carriage by her

mother after she had, at her father's bidding, punctually

performed, was a missive that dropped into her memory
with the dry rattle of a letter falling into a pillar-box.

Like the letter it was, as part of the contents of a well-

stuffed post-bag, delivered in due course at the right

address. In the presence of these overflowings, after they
had continued for a couple of years, the associates of either

party sometimes felt that something should be done for

what they called " the real good, don't you know? "
of the

child. The only thing done, however, in general, took

place when it was sighingly remarked that she fortunately
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wasn't all the year round where she happened to be at the

awkward moment, and that, furthermore, either from

extreme cunning- or from extreme stupidity, she appeared
not to take things in.

The theory of her stupidity, eventually embraced by her

parents, corresponded with a great date in her small, still

life : the complete vision, private but final, of the strange

office she filled. It was literally a moral revolution, and

it was accomplished in the depths of her nature. The stiff

dolls on the dusky shelves began to move their arms and

legs : old forms and phrases began to have a sense that

frightened her. She had a new feeling, the feeling of

danger ; on which a new remedy rose to meet it, the idea

of an inner self, or, in other words, of concealment. She

puzzled out with imperfect signs, but with a prodigious

spirit, that she had been a centre of hatred and a messenger
of insult, and that everything was bad because she had been

employed to make it so. Her parted lips locked themselves

with the determination to be employed no longer. She

wouid forget everything, she would repeat nothing, and

when, as a tribute to the successful application of her

system, she began to be called a little idiot, she tasted a

pleasure altogether new. When therefore, as she grew

older, her parents in turn, in her presence, announced that

she had grown shockingly dull, it was not from any real

contraction of her little stream of life. She spoiled their

fun, but she practically added to her own. She saw more

and more ;
she saw too much. It was Miss Overmore,

her first governess, who, on a momentous occasion, had

sown rhe seeds of secrecy ; sown them not by anything she

said, but by a mere roll of those fine eyes which Maisie

already admired. Moddle had become at this time, after

alternations of residence of which the child had no clear

record, an image faintly embalmed in the remembrance o<

hungry disappearances from the nursery and distressful

lapses in the alphabet, sad embarrassments, in particula
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when invited to recognise something
- that her nurse called

"the important letter haitch." Miss Overmore, however

hungry, never disappeared : this marked her somehow as

a being more exalted, and the character was confirmed by
a prettiness that Maisie supposed to be extraordinary.

Mrs. Farange had said that she was almost too pretty, and

some one had asked what that mattered so long as Beale

wasn't there. " Beale or no Beale," Maisie had heard her

mother reply,
"

I take her because she's a lady and yet

awfully poor. Rather nice people, but there are seven

sisters at home. What do people mean ?
"

Maisie didn't know what people meant, but she knew

very soon all the names of all the sisters ;
she could say

them off better than she could say the multiplication-table.

She privately wondered moreover, though she never

asked, about the awful poverty, of which her companion
also never spoke. Food, at any rate, came up by mys-
terious laws ;

Miss Overmore never, like Moddle, had on

an apron, and when she ate she held her fork with her

little finger curled out. The child, who watched her at

many moments, watched her particularly at that one. "
I

think you're lovely," she often said to her ; even mamma,
who was lovely too, had not such a pretty way with the

fork. Maisie associated this showier presence with her

now being "big," knowing of course that nursery-

governesses were only for little girls who were not, as she

said, "really" little. She vaguely knew, further, some-

how, that the future was still bigger than she, and that a

part of what made it so was the number of governesses

lurking in it and ready to dart out. Everything that had

happened when she was really little was dormant, every-

thing but the positive certitude, bequeathed from afar by

Moddle, that the natural way for a child to have her

parents was separate and successive, like her mutton and

her pudding or her bath and her nap.

"Does he know that he lies?
"—that was what she had
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vivaciously asked Miss Overmore on the occasion which

was so suddenly to lead to a change in her life.

"Does he know ?" Miss Overmore stared; she

had a stocking pulled over her hand and was pricking at it

with a needle which she poised in the act. Her task was

homely, but her movement, like all her movements,

graceful.

"Why, papa."
"That he Mies'?"

"That's what mamma says I'm to tell him— 'that he lies

and he knows he lies.'
'

Miss Overmore turned very red,

though she laughed out till her head fell back ; then she

pricked again at her muffled hand so hard that Maisie

wondered how she could bear it. ''Am I to tell him ?
"
the

child went on. It was then that her companion addressed

her in the unmistakable language of a pair of eyes of deep

dark-grey.
"

I can't say No," they replied as distinctly as

possible; "I can't say No, because I'm afraid of your

mamma, don't you see ? Yet how can I say Yes after

your papa has been so kind to me, talking to me so long
the other day, smiling and flashing his beautiful teeth at

me the time we met him in the Park, the time when,

rejoicing at the sight of us, he left the gentleman he was

with and turned and walked with us, stayed with us for

half an hour?" Somehow, in the light of Miss Over-

more's lovely eyes, that incident came back to Maisie

with a charm it hadn't had at the time, and this in spite

of the fact that after it was over her governess had never

but once alluded to it. On their way home, when papa
had quitted them, she had expressed the hope that the

child wouldn't mention it to mamma. Maisie liked her

so, and had so the charmed sense of being liked by her,

that she accepted this remark as settling the matter

and wonderin^lv conformed to it. The wonder now
lived again, lived in the recollection of what papa had

said to Miss Overmore: "I've only to look at you to
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see that you're a person to whom I can appeal to help

me to save my daughter." Maisie's ignorance of what

she was to be saved from didn't diminish the pleasure

of the thought that Miss Overmore was saving her. It

seemed to make them cling together.
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She was therefore all the more startled when her mother
said to her in connection with something to be done before

her next migration:
" You understand, of course, that

she's not going with you."
Maisie turned quite faint. "

Oh, I thought she was."
"It doesn't in the least matter, you know, what you

think," Mis. Farange loudly replied ; "and you had better

indeed for the future, miss, learn to keep your thoughts
to yourself." This was exactly what Maisie had already
le irned, and the accomplishment was just the source of

her mother's irritation. It was of a horrid little critical

system, a tendency, in her silence, to judge her elders, that

this lady suspected her, liking as she did, for her own part,
a child to be simple and confiding. She liked also to hear

the report of the whacks she administered to Mr. Farange's
character, to his pretensions to peace of mind : the satis-

faction of dealing them diminished when nothing came
back. The day was at hand, and she felt it, when she

should feel more delight in hurling Maisie at him than in

snatching her away ;
so much so that her conscience winced

under the acuteness of a candid friend who had remarked
that the real end of all their tugging would be that each

parent would try to make the little girl a burden to the

other—a sort of game in which a fond mother clearly
wouldn't show to advantage. The prospect of not showing
to advantage, a distinction in which she held that she had
never failed, begot in Ida Farange an ill-humour of which
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several persons felt the effect. She determined that Beale

at any rate, should feel it
;
she reflected afresh that in the

study of how to be odious to him she must never give way.

Nothing could incommode him more than not to get the

good, for the child, of a nice female appendage who had

clearly taken a fancy to her. One of the things Ida said to

the appendage was that Beale's was a house in which no

decent woman could consent to be seen. It was Miss

Overmore herself who explained to Maisie that she had had

a hope of being allowed to accompany her to her father's,

and that this hope had been dashed by the way her mother

took it.
" She says that if I ever do such a thing as enter

his service, I must never, in this house, expect to show my
face again. So I've promised not to attempt to go with

you. If I wait patiently till you come back here we shall

certainly be together once more."

Waiting patiently, and above all waiting till she should

come back there, seemed to Maisie a long way round—it

reminded her of all the things she had been told, first and

last, that she should have if she would be good, and that,

in spite of her goodness, she had never had at all.
" Then

who will take care of me at papa's ?
"

"Heaven only knows, my own precious!" Miss Over-

more replied, tenderly embracing her. There was indeed

no doubt that she was dear to this beautiful friend. What
could have proved it better than the fact that before a week
was out, in spite of their distressing separation, and her

mother's prohibition, and Miss Overmore's scruples and

Miss Overmore's promise, the beautiful friend had turned

up at her father's ? The little lady already engaged there

to come by the hour, a fat, dark little lady, with a foreign
name and dirty fingers, who wore, throughout, a bonnet

that had at first given her a deceptive air of not staying

long, besides asking her pupil questions that had nothing
to do with lessons, questions that Beale Farange himself,

when two or three were repeated to him, admitted to be
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awfully vulgar— this strange apparition faded K the

bright creature who had braved everything for Mai

sake. The bright creature told her little charge frankly

what had happened—that she had really been unable to

hold out. She had broken her vow to Mrs. Farange ; she

had struggled for three days, then she had come straight

to Maisie's papa and told him the simple truth. She

adored his daughter ; she couldn't give her up ; she would

make any sacrifice for her. On this basis it had been

arranged that she should stay ; her courage had been

rewarded ; she left Maisie in no doubt as to the amount of

courage she had required. Some of the things she said

made a particular impression on the child—her declaration,

for instance, that when her pupil should get older she

would understand better just how "dreadfully bold" a

young lady, to do exactly what she had done, had to be.

"
Fortunately your papa appreciates it

; he appreciates it

immensely"—that was one of the things Miss Overmore
also said, with a striking insistence on the adverb. Maisie

herself was no less impressed with what her friend had

gone through, especially after hearing of the terrible letter

that had come from Mrs. Farange. Mamma had been so

angry that, in Miss Overmore's own words, she had loaded

her with insult—proof enough indeed that they must nev< 1

look forward to being together again under mamma's root.

Mamma's roof, however, had its turn, this time, for the

child, of appearing but remotely contingent, so that, to

reassure her, there was scarce a need of her companion's

secret, solemnly confided—the idea that there should be no

going back to mamma at all. It was Miss Overmore's

private conviction, and a part oi the same communication,
that if Mr. Farange's daughter would only show a reallv

marked preference she would be backed up by "public

opinion" in holding on to him. Poor Maisie could scarcelv

grasp that incentive, but she could surrender herself to the

day. She had conceived her first passion, and the object

B
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of it was her governess. It had not been put to her, and she

couldn't, or at any rate she didn't, put it to herself, that she

liked Miss Overmore better than she liked papa ; but it

would have sustained her under such an imputation to feel

herself able to reply that papa too liked Miss Overmore

exactly as much. He had particularly told her so.

Besides, she could easily see it.



IV

All this led her on, hut it brought on her fate as well,

the day when her mother would he at the door in the

carriage in which Maisie now rode on no occasions but

these. There was no question, at present, of Miss Over-

more's going back with her : it was universally recognised

that her quarrel with Mrs. Farange was much too acute.

The child felt it from the first ; there was no hugging nor

exclaiming as that lady drove her away—there was only a

frightening silence, unenlivened even by the invidious

inquiries of former years, which culminated, according to

its stern nature, in a still more frightening old woman, a

figure awaiting her on the very doorstep. "You're to be

under this lady's care," said her mother. "Take her,

Mrs. Wix," she added, addressing the figure impatiently
and giving the child a push in which Maisie felt that she

wished to set Mrs. Wix an example of energy. Mrs. Wix
took her, and Maisie felt, the next day, that she would

never let her go. She had struck her at first, just after

Miss Overmore, as terrible ; but something in her voice

at the end of an hour touched the little girl in a spot that

had never even yet been reached. Maisie knew later what

it was, though doubtless she couldn't have made a state-

ment of it : these were things that a few days' conversa-

tion with Mrs. Wix lighted up. The principal one was a

matter that Mrs. Wix herself always immediately men-

tioned : she had had a little girl quite of her own, and tin

little girl had been killed on the spot. She had had abso-
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lutely nothing else in all the world, and her affliction had

broken her heart. It was comfortably established between

them that Mrs. Wix's heart was broken. What Maisie

felt was that she had been, with passion and anguish, a

mother, and that this was something Miss Overmore

was not, something, strangely, confusingly, that mamma
was even less.

So it was that in the course of an extraordinarily short

time she found herself as deeply absorbed in the image of

the little dead Clara Matilda, who, on a crossing in the

Harrow Road, had been knocked down and crushed by

the cruellest of hansoms, than she had ever found herself

in the family group made vivid by one of seven. " She's

your little dead sister," Mrs. Wix ended by saying, and

Maisie, all in a tremor of curiosity and compassion,

addressed from that moment a particular piety to the

small infectious sentiment. Somehow she wasn't a real

sister, but that only made her the more romantic. It

contributed to this view of her that she was never to be

spoken of in that character to any one else—least of all to

Mrs. Farange, who wouldn't care for her nor recognise the

relationship : it was to be just an unutterable and inex-

haustible little secret with Mrs. Wix. Maisie knew every-

thing about her that could be known, everything she had

said or done in her little mutilated life, exactly how lovely

she was, exactly how her hair was curled and her frocks

were trimmed. Her hair came down far below her

wa is t—it was of the most wonderful golden brightness,

just as Mrs. Wix's own had been a long time before.

Mrs. Wix's own was indeed very remarkable still, and

Maisie had felt at first that she should never get on with

it. It played a large part in the sad and strange appear-

ance, the appearance as of a kind of greasy greyness,

which Mrs. Wix had presented on the child's arrival. It

had originally been yellow, but time had turned its glow

to ashes, to a turbid, sallow, unvenerable white. Still
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excessively abundant, it was dressed in a manner of which

the poor lady ixed not yet to have recognised the

supersession, with a glossy braid, like a large diadem, on

the lop of the head, and behind, at the nape of the neck, a

dingy rosette like a large button. She wore glasses which,

in humble reference to a divergent obliquity of vision, she

called her straighteners, and a little ugly snuff-coloured

dress trimmed with satin bands in the form of scallops

and glazed with antiquity. The straighteners she

explained to Maisie, were put on for the sake of others,

whom, as she believed, they helped to recognise the

direction, otherwise misleading, of her glance ; the rest of

the melancholy attire could only have been put on for

self. With the added suggestion of her goggles it

reminded her pupil of the polished shell or corslet of a

horrid beetle. At first she had looked cross and almost

cruel ; but this impression passed away with the child's

ased perception of her being in the eyes of the world

a figure mainly for laughter. She was passively cor.

—a person whom people, to make talk lively, described

to each other and imitated. Every one knew the

straighteners ; everyone knew the diadem and the button,

the scallops and satin bands ; every one, though Maisie

had never betrayed her, knew even Clara Matilda.

It was on account of these things that mamma got her

for so little money, really for nothing : so much, one day

when Mrs. W'ix had accompanied her into the drawing-

room and left her, the child heard one of the ladies she

found there—a lady with eyebrows arched like skipping-

ropes and thick black stitching, like ruled "
lines," on

beautiful white gloves
—announce to another. She knew

governesses were poor ; Miss Overmore was unmention-

ably and Mrs. Wix familiarly so. Neither this, however,

nor the old brown frock, nor the diadem, nor the button,

made a difference for Maisie in the charm put forth through

everything, the charm of Mrs. V\ • - conveying that, some-



22 WHAT MAISIE KNEW

how, in her ugliness and her poverty, she was peculiarly

and soothingly safe ; safer than any one in the world, than

papa, than mamma, than the lady with the arched eye-

brows
;
safer even, though so much less beautiful, than

Miss Overmore, on whose loveliness, as she supposed it,

the little girl was faintly conscious that one couldn't rest

with quite the same tucked-in and kissed-for-good-night

feeling. Mrs. Wixwas as safe as Clara Matilda, who was
in heaven and yet, embarrassingly, also in Kensal Green,
where they had been together to see her little huddled

grave. It was from something in Mrs. Wix's tone, which,
in spite of caricature, remained indescribable and inimitable,

that Maisie, before her term with her mother was over,

drew this sense of a tenderness that would never give way.
If she knew her instructress was poor and queer she also

knew that she was not nearly so "
qualified

"
as Miss Over-

more, who could say lots of dates straight off (letting you
hold the book yourself), state the position of Malabar,

play six pieces without notes, and, in a sketch, put in

beautifully the trees and houses and difficult parts. Maisie

herself could play more pieces than Mrs. Wix, who was
moreover visibly ashamed of her houses and trees and

could only, with the help of a smutty forefinger, of doubtful

legitimacy in the field of art, do the smoke coming out of

the chimneys.

They dealt, the governess and her pupil, in "
subjects,"

but there were many the governess put off from week to

week and that they never got to at all : she only used to

say
" We'll take that in its proper order." Her order was

a circle as vast as the untravelled globe. She had not the

spirit of adventure, and the child could perfectly see how

many subjects she was afraid of. She took refuge on the

firm ground of fiction, through which indeed there flowed

the blue river of truth. She knew swarms of stories,

mostly those of the novels she had read
; relating them

with a memory that never faltered and a wealth of detail
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that was Maisie's delight. They were all about love and

beauty and countesses and wickedness. Her conversation

was practically an endless narrative, a great garden of

romance, with sudden vistas into her own life and gushing
fountains of fact. These were the parts where they most

lingered ; she made the child take with her again every

step of her long, lame course and think it a journey in an

enchanted land. Her pupil acquired a vivid vision of every
one who had ever, in her phrase, knocked against her—
some of them, oh, so hard !

—
every one literally but

Mr. Wix, her husband, as to whom nothing was mentioned

save that he had been dead for ages. He had been rather

remarkably absent from his wife's existence, and Maisie

was never taken to see his grave.



The second parting from Miss Overmore had been bad

enough, but this first parting from Mrs. Wix was much

worse. The child had lately been to the dentist's and had

a term of comparison for the screwed-up intensity of the

scene. It was dreadfully silent, as it had been when hei

tooth was taken out ;
Mrs. Wix had on that occasion

grabbed her hand and they had clung to each other with

the frenzy of their determination not to scream. Maisie,

at the dentist's, had been heroically still, but just when she

felt most anguish had become aware, on the part of her

companion, of an audible shriek, a spasm of stifled sym-

pathy. This was reproduced by the only sound that broke

their supreme embrace when, a month later, the "
arrange-

ment," as her periodical uprootings were called, played

the part of the horrible forceps. Embedded in Mrs. Wix's

nature as her tooth had been socketed in her gum, the

operation of extracting her would really have been a case

for chloroform. It was a hug that fortunately left nothing

to say, for the poor woman's want of words at such an

hour seemed to fall in with her want of everything.

Maisie's alternate parent, in the outermost vestibule—he

liked the impertinence of crossing as much as that of his

late wife's threshold—stood over them with his open watch

and his still more open grin, while from the only corner of

an eye on which something of Mrs. Wix's didn't impinge

the child saw at the door a brougham in which Miss

Overmore also waited. She remembered the difference
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when, six months before, she had been torn from the

breast of that more spirited protectress. Miss Overmore,
then also in the vestibule, but of course in the other one,

had been thoroughly audible and voluble ; her protest had

rung out bravely and she had declared that something—
her pupil didn't know exactly what—was a regular wicked

shame. That had at the time dimly recalled to Maisie

the far-away moment of Moddle's great outbreak : there

ed always to be " shames " connected in one way or

another with her migrations. At present, while Mrs.

Wix's arms tightened and the smell of her hair was

strong, she further remembered how, in pacifying Miss

Overmore, papa had made use of the words "
you dear old

duck!"—an expression which, by its oddity, had stuck

fast in her young mind, having moreover a place well

prepared for it there by what she knew o( the governess
whom she now always mentally characterised as the pretty

one. She wondered whether this affection would be as

great as before : that would at all events be the case with

the prettiness Maisie could see in the face which showed

brightly at the window of the brougham.
The brougham was a token of harmony, of the fine

conditions papa, this time, would offer : he had usually

come for her in a hansom with a four-wheeler behind tor

the boxes. The four-wheeler with the boxes on it was

actually there ; but mamma was the only lady with whom
she had ever been in a conveyance of the kind always of

old spoken of by Moddle as a private carriage. Pa

carriage was, now that he had one, still more private,

somehow, than mamma's; and when at last she found

herself quite on top, as she felt, oi' its inmates and

gloriously rollini; away she put to Miss Overmore, after

another immense and talkative squeeze, a question oi

which the motive was a desire tor information as to the

continuity of a certain sentiment. " Did papa like you

just the same while 1 was gone?' she inquired full of
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the sense of how markedly his favour had been established

in her presence. She had bethought herself that this

favour might, like her presence, and as if depending on it,

be only intermittent and for the season. Papa, on whose
knee she sat, burst into one of those loud laughs of his

that, however prepared she was, seemed always, like some
trick in a frightening game, to leap forth to make her

jump ; and before Miss Overmore could speak he replied :

"Why, you little donkey, when you're away what have I

left to do but just to love her?" Miss Overmore here-

upon immediately took her from him, and they had,
over her, an hilarious little scrimmage of which Maisie

caught the surprised observation in the white stare of an

old lady who passed in a victoria. Then her beautiful

friend remarked to her very gravely :
"

I shall make him
understand that if he ever again says anything as horrid as

that to you I shall carry you straight off and we'll go and
live somewhere together and be good, quiet little girls."

The child couldn't quite make out why her father's speech
had been horrid, since it only expressed that appreciation
which their companion herself, of old, described as

"immense." To enter more into the truth of the matter

she appealed to him again directly, asked if in all those

months Miss Overmore hadn't been with him just as she

had been before and just as she would be now. " Of
course she has, old girl

—where else could the poor dear

be ?
"
cried Beale Farange, to the still greater scandal of

their companion, who protested that unless he straightway
"took back" his nasty wicked fib it would be, this time,

not only him she would leave, but his child too and his

house and his tiresome troubles—all the impossible things
he had succeeded in putting on her. Beale, under this

frolic menace, took nothing back at all : he was indeed

apparently on the point of repeating his assertion, but

Miss Overmore instructed her little charge that she was
not to listen to his bad jokes : she was to understand that
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a lady couldn't stay with a gentleman that way without

sonic awfully proper reason.

Maisie looked from one of her companions to the other ;

this was the freshest, merriest start she had yet enjoyed,

but she had a shy fear of not exactly believing' them.
' '

Well,

what reason is proper?
"
she thoughtfully demanded.

"Oh, a long legged stick of a tomboy : there's none so

good as that." Her father enjoyed both her drollery and

his own and tried again to get possession of her—an effort

deprecated by their comrade and leading again to something
of a public scuffle. Miss Overmore declared to the child

that she had been all the while with good friends
;
on

which Beale Farange went on :
" She means good friends

of mine, you know—tremendous friends of mine. There

has been no end of them about—that I ivill say for her !

"

The child felt bewildered and was afterwards for some time

conscious of a vagueness, just slightly embarrassing, as to

the subject of so much amusement and as to where her

governess had really been. She didn't feel at all as if she

had been seriously told, and no such feeling was supplied

by anything that occurred later. Her embarrassment, of a

precocious, instinctive order, attached itself to the idea

that this was another of the matters that it was not for her,

as her mother used to say, to go into. Therefore, under

her father's roof, during the time that followed, she made-

no attempt to clear up her ambiguity by a sociable

interrogation of housemaids ; and it was an odd truth that

the ambiguity itself took nothing from the fresh pleasure

promised her by renewed contact with Miss Overmore.

The confidence looked for by that young lady was o(

the fine sort that explanation cannot improve, and she

herself at any rate was a person superior to any contusion.

For Maisie moreover concealment had never necessarily
seemed deception, and she had grown up among things as

to which, her foremost knowledge was that she was not to

ask about them. It was far from new to her that the
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questions of the small are the peculiar diversion of the

great: except the affairs of her doll Lisette there had

scarcely ever been anything at her mother's that was
explicable with a grave face. Nothing was so easy to her
as to send the ladies who gathered there off into shrieks,
and she might have practised upon them largely if she had
been of a more calculating turn. Everything had some-

thing behind it : life was like a long, long corridor with
rows of closed doors. She had learned that at these doors
it was wise not to knock—this seemed to produce, from
within, such sounds of derision. Little by little, however,
she understood more, for it befell that she was enlightened
by Lisette's questions, which reproduced the effect of her
own upon those for whom she sat in the very darkness of

Lisette. Was she not herself convulsed by such inno-
cence? In the presence of it she often imitated the

shrieking ladies. There were at any rate things she really
couldn't tell even a French doll. She could only pass on
her lessons and study to produce on Lisette the impression
of having mysteries in her life, wondering the while
whether she succeeded in the air of shading off, like her

mother, into the unknowable. When the reign of Miss
Overmore followed that of Mrs. Wix she took a fresh cue,
emulating her governess and bridging over the interval
with the simple expectation of trust. Yes, there were
matters one couldn't "go into

"
with a pupil. There were

for instance days when, after prolonged absence, Lisette,
while she took off her things, tried hard to discover where
she had been. Well, she discovered a little, but she never
discovered all. There was an occasion when, on her being
particularly indiscreet, Maisie replied to her—and precisely
about the motive of a disappearance—as she, Maisie, had
once been replied to by Mrs. Farange : "Find out for

yourself!
" She mimicked her mother's sharpness, but she

was rather ashamed afterwards, though as to whether of
the sharpness or the mimicry was not quite clear.
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became aware in time that this would be a period not

remarkable for lessons, the care of her education being
- now

only one of the many duties devolving on Miss Overiru

a circumstance as to which she was present at various

: ages between that lady and her father—passages

significant, on either side, of dissent and even of dis-

pleasure. It was gathered by the child on these occasions

that there was something in the situation for which her

mother might "come down" on them all, though indeed

the suggestion, always thrown out by her father, was

greeted on his companion's part with particular derision.

Such scenes were usually brought to a climax by Miss

Overmore's demanding, in a harsher manner than she

applied to any other subject, in whal position under the

sun such a person as Mrs. Farange would find herself foi

coming down. As the months went on the little girl's

interpretations thickened, and the more effectually that this

period was the longest she had yet known without a br<

She became familiar with the idea that her mother, for

some reason, was in no hurry to reins! ite her : that idea

was forcibly expressed by her father whenever Miss

more, differing and decided, took him up on the tion,

which he was always putting forward, o( the urgency of

sending her to school. For a governess Miss Overmore
differed surprisingly ; far more, for instance, than would

ever have entered into the head of poor Mrs. Wix. She

remarked to Maisie many times that she was quite conscious
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of not doing her justice, and that Mr. Farange equally
measured and equally lamented this deficiency. The reason

of it was that she had mysterious responsibilities that inter-

fered—responsibilities, Miss Overmore intimated, to Mr.

Farange himself and to the friendly, noisy little house and
those who came there. Mr. Farange's remedy for every
inconvenience was that the child should be put at school—
there were such lots of splendid schools, as everybody
knew, at Brighton and all over the place. That, however,
Maisie learned, was just what would bring her mother
down : from the moment he should delegate to others the

housing of his little charge he hadn't a leg to stand on
before the law. Didn't he keep her away from her

mother precisely because Mrs. Farange was one of these

others?

There was also the solution of a second governess, a

yeung person to come in by the day and really do the

work ; but to this Miss Overmore wouldn't for a moment
listen, arguing against it with great public relish and

wanting to know from all comers (she put it even to Maisie

herself) if they didn't see how frightfully it would give her

away. "What am I supposed to be at all, don't you see,
if I'm not here to look after her ?

" She was in a false

position and so freely and loudly called attention to it that

it seemed to become almost a source of glory. The way
out of it of course was just to do her plain duty ; but that

was unfortunately what, with his excessive, his exorbitant

demands on her, which every one indeed appeared quite to

understand, he practically, he selfishly prevented. Beale

Farange, for Miss Overmore, was now never anything but
"
he," and the house was as full as ever of lively gentlemen

with whom, under that designation, she chaffingly talked

about him. Maisie meanwhile, as a subject of familiar

gossip on what was to be done with her, was left so mi"*h

to herself that she had hours of wistful thought of the large
loose discipline of Mrs. Wix : yet she none the less held it
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under her father's roof a point of superiority that none of

his visitors were ladies. It added to this odd security that

she had once heard a gentleman say to him as if it were a

great joke and in obvious reference to Miss Overmore :

"
Hanged if she'll let another woman come near you—

hanged if she ever will. She'd let fly a stick at her as they

do at a strange cat !

"
Maisie greatly preferred gentlemen

as inmates in spite of their also having their way—louder

but sooner over—of laughing out at her. They pulled and

pinched, they teased and tickled her
;
some of them even,

as they termed it, shied things at her, and all of them

thought it funny to call her by names having no resem-

blance to her own. The ladies, on the other hand,

addressed her as "You poor pet" and scarcely touched

her even to kiss her. But it was of the ladies she was

most afraid.

She was old enough now to understand how dispropor-

tionate a stay she had already made with her father ; and

also old enough to enter a little into the ambiguity that

surrounded this circumstance and that oppressed her

particularly whenever the question had been touched upon
in talk with her governess.

"
Oh, you needn't worry : she

doesn't care !

" Miss Overmore had often said to her in

reference to any fear that her mother might resent her

prolonged detention. "She has other people than poor

little you to think about, and she has gone abroad with

them, and you needn't be in the least afraid that she'll

stickle this time for her rights." Maisie knew Mrs.

Farange had gone abroad, for she had had, weeks and

weeks before, a letter from her, beginning
" My precious

pet
" and taking leave of her for an indeterminate time ;

but she had not seen in it a renunciation of hatred or of the

Writer's policy of asserting herself, for the sharpest of all

her impressions had been that there was nothing her mother

would ever care so much about as to torment Mr. Farange.

What at last, however, in this connection was bewildering
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and a little frightening was the dawn of a suspicion that a

better way had been found to torment Mr. Farange than to

deprive him of his periodical burden. This was the question

that worried our young lady and that Miss Overmore's

confidences and the frequent observations of her employer

only rendered more mystifying. It was a contradiction

that if Ida had now a fancy for shirking the devotion she

had originally been so hot about, her late husband shouldn't

jump at the monopoly for which he had also in the first

instance so fiercely fought ; but when Maisie, with a subtlety

beyond her years, sounded this new ground her main

success was in hearing her mother more freshly abused.

Miss Overmore, up to now, had rarely deviated from a

decent reserve, but the day came when she expressed her-

self with a vividness not inferior to Beale's own on the

subject of the lady who had fled to the Continent to wriggle

out of her job. It would serve this lady right, Maisie

gathered, if that contract, in the shape of an overgrown
and underdressed daughter, should be shipped straight

out to her and landed at her feet in the midst of scandalous

pastimes.
The picture of these pursuits was what Miss Overmore

took refuge in when the child tried timidly to ascertain if

her father were in danger of feeling that he had too much

of her. She evaded the point and only kicked up all

round it the dust of Ida's heartlessness and folly, of which

the supreme proof, it appeared, was the fact that she was

accompanied on her journey by a gentleman whom, to be

painfully plain about it, she had—well, "picked up." The

only terms on which, unless they were married, ladies and

gentlemen might, as Miss Overmore expressed it, knock

about together, were the terms on which she and Mr.

Farange had exposed themselves to possible misconception.

She had indeed, as I have intimated, often explained this

before, often said to Maisie: "
I don't know what in the

world, darling, your father and I should do witnout you,
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for you just make the difference, as I've told you, of keeping
us perfectly proper." The child took in the office it was

so endearingly presented to her that she performed a

comfort that helped her to a sense of security even in the

event of being abandoned by her mother. Familiar as she

had become with the idea of the great alternative to the

proper, she felt that her governess and her father would

have a substantial reason for not emulating that detach-

ment. At the same time she had heard somehow of little

girls
—of exalted rank, it was true—whose education was

carried on by instructors of the other sex, and she knew
that if she were at school at Brighton it would be thought
an advantage to her to be more or less in the hands of

masters. She meditated on these mysteries and she at last

remarked to Miss Overmore that if she should go to her

mother perhaps the gentleman might become her tutor.

"The gentleman?" The proposition was complicated

enough to make Miss Overmore stare.

"The one who's with mamma. Mightn't that make it

right
—as right as your being my governess makes it for

you to be with papa ?
"

Miss Overmore considered ; she coloured a little
; then

she embraced her ingenious disciple.
" You're too sweet !

I'm a real governess."
" And couldn't he be a real tutor ?

"

" Of course not. He's ignorant and bad."
" Bad ?

"
Maisie echoed, with wonder.

Her companion gave a queer little laugh at her tone.
" He's ever so much younger

" The speaker paused.
"
Younger than you ?

"

Miss Overmore laughed again ; it was the first time

Maisie had seen her approach so nearly to a giggle.
"
Younger than—no matter whom. I don't know anything

about him, and I don't want to," she rather inconsequently
added. " He's not my sort, and I'm sure, my own darling,

he's not yours." And she repeated the embrace with

c
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which her colloquies with Maisie almost always terminated

and which made the child feel that her affection, at least,

was a gage of safety. Parents had come to seem precarious,

but governesses were evidently to be trusted. Maisie's

faith in Mrs. Wix, for instance, had suffered no lapse from

the fact that all communication with her was temporarily

at an end. During the first weeks of their separation Clara

Matilda's mamma had repeatedly and dolefully written to

her, and Maisie had answered with an excitement qualified

only by orthographical delays ;
but the correspondence

had been duly submitted to Miss Overmore, with the final

consequence of incurring a lively disapproval. It was this

lady's view that Mr. Farange wouldn't care for it at all
;

and she ended by confessing
—since her pupil pushed her

—that she didn't care for it herself. She was furiously

jealous, she said ; and that circumstance was only a new

proof of her disinterested affection. She pronounced Mrs.

Wix's effusions moreover illiterate and unprofitable and

made no scruple of declaring it extraordinary that a woman
in her senses should have placed the formation of her

daughter's mind in such ridiculous hands. Maisie was

well aware that the proprietress of the old brown dress and

the old, odd headgear was a very different class of person
from Miss Overmore ;

but it was now brought home to

her with pain that she was educationally quite out of the

question. She was buried for the time beneath a con-

clusive remark of Miss Overmore's :
" She's really beyond

a joke !

" This remark was made as that charming
woman held in her hand the last letter that Maisie was to

receive from Mrs. Wix ; it was fortified by a decree

abolishing the preposterous tie.
" Must I then write and

tell her ?
"
the child bewilderingly inquired : she grew pale

at the image of the dreadful things it appeared to be pre-

scribed for her to say.
" Don't dream of it, my dear—Fll

write : you may trust me !

"
cried Miss Overmore

; who
indeed wrote to such purpose that a hush in which you
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could have heard a pin drop descended upon poor Mrs.

Wix. She gave for weeks and weeks no sign whatever

of life : it was as if she had been as effectually disposed ol

by Miss Overmore's communication as her little girl, in the

Harrow Road, had been disposed of by the terrible hansom.

Her very silence became, after this, one of the largest

elements of Maisie's consciousness
;

it proved a warm and

habitable air, into which the child penetrated further than

she dared ever to mention to her companions. Somewhere

in the depths of it the dim straighteners were fixed upon
her ;

somewhere out of the troubled little current Mrs.

Wix intensely waited.



VII

It quite fell in with this intensity that one day, on returning
from a walk with the housemaid, Maisie should have found

her in the hall, seated on the stool usually occupied by the

telegraph-boys who haunted Beale Farange's door and

kicked their heels while, in his room, answers were con-

cocted with the aid of smoke-puffs and growls. It had

seemed to her on their parting that Mrs. Wix had reached

the last limits of the squeeze, but she now felt those limits

to be transcended and that the duration of her visitor's

hug was a direct reply to Miss Overmore's act of abolition.

She understood in a flash how the visit had come to be

possible
—that Mrs. Wix, watching her chance, must have

slipped in under protection of the fact that papa, always
tormented in spite of arguments with the idea of a school,

had, for a three days' excursion to Brighton, absolutely

insisted on the attendance of her adversary. It was true

that when Maisie explained their absence and their im-

portant motive Mrs. Wix wore an expression so peculiar
that it could only have had its origin in surprise. This

contradiction, however, peeped out only to vanish, for at

the very moment that, in the spirit of it, she threw herself

afresh upon her young friend a hansom crested with neat

luggage rattled up to the door and Miss Overmore bounded
out. The shock of her encounter with Mrs. Wix was less

violent than Maisie had feared on seeing her and didn't at

all interfere with the sociable tone in which, in the presence
of her rival, she explained to her little charge that she had
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returned, for a particular reason, a day sooner than she

first intended. She had left papa—in such nice lodgings—
at Brighton ; but he would come back to his dear little

home on the morrow. As for Mrs. Wix, papa's companion

supplied Maisie in later converse with the right word for

the attitude of this personage : Mrs. Wix "stood up" to

her in a manner that the child herself felt at the time to be

astonishing. This occurred indeed after Miss Overmore

had so far waived her interdict as to make a move to the

dining-room, where, in the absence of any suggestion of

sitting down, it was scarcely more than natural that even

poor Mrs. Wix should stand up. Maisie immediately

inquired if at Brighton, this time, anything had come of

the possibility of a school ; to which, much to her surprise,

Miss Overmore, who had always grandly repudiated it,

replied, after an instant, but quite as if Mrs. Wix were not

there :

"
It may be, darling, that something ivill come. The

objection, I must tell you, has been quite removed."

At this it was still more startling to hear Mrs. Wix

speak out with great firmness. "
I don't think, if you'll

allow me to say so, that there's any arrangement by which

the objection can be 'removed.' What has brought me
here to-day is that I've a message for Maisie from dear

Mrs. Farange."
The child's heart gave a great thump.

" Oh, mamma's
come back? "

" Not yet, sweet love, but she's coming," said Mrs. Wix,
"and she has—most thoughtfully, you know—sent me on

to prepare you."
"To prepare her for what, pray ?

" asked Miss Overmore,
whose original serenity began, with this news, to turn to

sharpness.
Mrs. Wix quietly applied her straighteners to Miss

Overmore's florid loveliness. "Well, miss, for a very

important communication."
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"Can't dear Mrs. Farange, as you so oddly call her,
make her communications directly ? Can't she take the

trouble to write to her only daughter ?
"

the younger lady
demanded. " Maisie herself will tell you that it's months
and months since she has had so much as a word from
her."

"
Oh, but I've written to mamma !

"
cried the child as if

this would do quite as well.

"That makes her treatment of you all the greater

scandal," the governess in possession promptly declared.
" Mrs. Farange is too well aware," said Mrs. Wix with

sustained spirit, "of what becomes of her letters in this

house."

Maisie's sense of fairness hereupon interposed for her

visitor. "You know, Miss Overmore, that papa doesn't

like everything of mamma's."
"No one likes, my dear, to be made the subject of such

language as your mother's letters contain. They were not
fit for the innocent child to see," Miss Overmore observed
to Mrs. Wix.

"Then I don't know what you complain of, and she's

better without them. It serves every purpose that I'm in

Mrs. Farange's confidence."

Miss Overmore gave a scornful laugh. "Then you
must be mixed up with some extraordinary proceedings !

"

"None so extraordinary," cried Mrs. Wix, turning very

pale, "as to say horrible things about the mother to the

face of the helpless daughter !

"

"Things not a bit more horrible, I think," Miss Over-
more rejoined, "than those you, madam, appear to have
come here to say about the father !

"

Mrs. Wix looked for a moment hard at Maisie ; then

turning again to her other interlocutress she spoke with a

trembling voice. "
I came to say nothing about him, and

you must excuse Mrs. Farange and me if we are not so

irreproachable as the companion of his travels."
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The young
- woman thus described stared an instant at

the audacity of the description—she apparently needed time

to take it in. Maisie, however, gazing solemnly from one

of the disputants to the other, observed that her answer,

when it came, perched upon smiling lips.
"

It will do

quite as well, no doubt, if you come up to the requirements
of the companion of" Mrs. Farange's !

"

Mrs. Wix broke into a queer laugh : it sounded to Maisie

like an unsuccessful imitation of a neigh. "That's just

what I'm here to make known—how perfectly the poor

lady comes up to them herself." She straightened herself

before the child. "You must take your mamma's

message, Maisie, and you must feel that her wishing me
to come to you with it this way is a great proof of interest

and affection. She sends you her particular love and

announces to you that she's engaged to be married to Sir

Claude."
" Sir Claude?

"
Maisie wonderingly echoed. But while

Mrs. Wix explained that this gentleman was a dear friend

of Mrs. Farange's, who had been of great assistance

to her in getting to Florence and in making herself com-

fortable there for the winter, she was not too violently

shaken to perceive her old friend's enjoyment of the effect

of this news on Miss Overmore. That young lady opened
her eyes and flushed

;
she immediately remarked that Mrs.

Farange's marriage would of course put an end to any
further pretension to take her daughter back. Mrs. Wix

inquired with astonishment why it should do anything of

the sort, and Miss Overmore promptly gave as a reason

that it was clearly but another dodge in a system of

dodging. She wanted to get out of the bargain : why else

had she now left Maisie on her father's hands weeks and

weeks beyond the time about which she had originally

made such a fuss? It was vain for Mrs. WT

ix to represent—as she speciously proceeded to do—that all this time

would be made up as soon as Mrs. Farange returned : she,
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Miss Overmore, knew nothing, thank heaven, about her

confederate, but she was very sure that any person capable
of forming that sort of relation with the lady in Florence

was a person who could easily be put forward as objecting
to the presence in his house of the fruit of a union that his

dignity must ignore. It was a game like another, and

Mrs. Wix's visit was clearly the first move in it. Maisie

found in this exchange of asperities a fresh incitement to

the unformulated fatalism in which her observation of her

own career had long since taken refuge ; and it was the

beginning for her of a deeper prevision that, in spite of

Miss Overmore's brilliancy and Mrs. Wix's passion, she

should live to see a change in the nature of the struggle
she appeared to have come into the world to produce. It

would still be essentially a struggle, but its object would

now be not to receive her.

Mrs. Wix, after Miss Overmore's last demonstration,
addressed herself wholly to the little girl, and, drawing
from the pocket of her dingy old pelisse a small flat parcel,

removed its envelope and wished to know if that looked

like a gentleman who wouldn't be nice to everybody—let

alone to a person he would be so sure to find so nice. Mrs.

Farange, in the geniality of new-found happiness, had
enclosed a " cabinet "

photograph of Sir Claude, and Maisie

lost herself in admiration of the fair, smooth face, the

regular features, the kind eyes, the amiable air, the general

glossiness and smartness of her prospective stepfather
—

only vaguely puzzled to think that she should now have
two fathers at once. Her researches had hitherto indicated

that to incur a second parent of the same sex you had

usually to lose the first.
" Isn't he sympathetic?" asked

Mrs. Wix, who had clearly, on the strength of his charm-

ing portrait, made up her mind that Sir Claude promised
her a future. "You can see, I hope," she added, with

much expression,
" that he's a perfect gentleman !

"

Maisie had never before heard the word "sympathetic"
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applied to anybody's face ;
it struck her very much and

from that moment it agreeably remained with her. She

testified moreover to the force of her own perception in a

long, soft little sigh of response to the pleasant eyes that

seemed to seek her acquaintance, to speak to her directly.

"He's quite lovely!" she declared to Mrs. Wix. Then

eagerly, irrepressibly, as she still held the photograph and

Sir Claude continued to fraternise,
" Oh, can't I keep it?"

she broke out. No sooner had she done so than she looked

up from it at Miss Overmore : this was with the sudden

instinct of appealing to the authority that had long ago

impressed on her that she mustn't ask for things. Miss

Overmore, to her surprise, looked distant and rather odd,

hesitating and giving her time to turn again to Mrs. Wix.

Then Maisie saw that lady's long face lengthen ;
it was

stricken and almost scared, as if her young friend really

expected more of her than she had to give. The photo-

graph was a possession that, direly denuded, she clung to,

and there was a momentary struggle between her fond

clutch of it and her capability of every sacrifice for her

precarious pupil. With the acuteness of her years, how-

ever, Maisie saw that her own avidity would triumph, and

she held out the picture to Miss Overmore as if she were

quite proud of her mother. "Isn't he just lovely?" she

demanded while poor Mrs. Wix hungrily wavered, her

straighteners largely covering it and her pelisse gath.

about her with an intensity that strained its ancient seams.
"

It was to me, darling," the visitor said, "that your

mamma so generously sent it
;
but of course if it would

give you particular pleasure
" She faltered, only

gasping her surrender.

Miss Overmore continued extremely remote. "
If the

photograph's your property, my dear, I shall be happy to

oblige you by looking at it on some future occasion. But

you must excuse me if I decline to touch an object belong-

ing to Mrs. Wix."



4a WHAT MAISIE KNEW

Mrs. Wix by this time had grown very red. "You

might as well see him this way, miss," she retorted, "as

you certainly never will, I believe, in any other ! Keep
the pretty picture, by all means, my precious," she went

on :
" Sir Claude will be happy himself, I daresay, to give

me one with a kind inscription." The pathetic quaver of

this brave little boast was not lost upon Maisie, who threw

herself so gratefully upon Mrs. Wix's neck that on the

termination of their embrace, the public tenderness of

which, she felt, made up for the sacrifice she imposed, their

companion had had time to lay a quick hand on Sir Claude

and, with a glance at him or not, whisk him effectually out

of sight. Released from the child's arms Mrs. Wix looked

about for the picture ;
then she fixed Miss Overmore with

a hard, dumb stare ;
and finally, with her eyes on the

little girl again, achieved the grimmest of smiles. "
Well,

nothing matters, Maisie, because there's another thing your
mamma wrote about. She has made sure of me." Even

after her loyal hug Maisie felt a bit of a sneak as she

glanced at Miss Overmore for permission to understand

this. But Mrs. Wix left them in no doubt of what it

meant. " She has definitely engaged me—for her return

and for yours. Then you'll see for yourself." Maisie, on

the spot, quite believed she should
;
but the prospect was

suddenly thrown into confusion by an extraordinary

demonstration from Miss Overmore.
" Mrs. Wix," said that young lady,

" has some undis-

coverable reason for regarding your mother's hold on you
as strengthened by the fact that she's about to marry. I

wonder then—on that system—what Mrs. Wix will say to

your father's."

Miss Overmore's words were directed to her pupil, but

her face, lighted with an irony that made it prettier even

than ever before, was presented to the dingy figure that had

stiffened itself for departure. The child's discipline had

been bewildering—it had ranged freely between the pre-
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scription that she was to answer when spoken to and the

experience of lively penalties on obeying that prescription.

This time, nevertheless, she felt emboldened for risks; above

all as something- still more bewildering seemed to have

leaped into her sense of the relations of things. She raised

to Miss Overmore's face all the timidity of her eyes.
" Do

you mean papa's hold on me—do you mean he's about to

marry ?
"

"
Papa is not about to marry—papa is married, my dear.

Papa was married the day before yesterday at Brighton."

Miss Overmore glittered more gaily ;
meanwhile it came

over Maisie, and quite dazzlingly, that her pretty governess

was a bride.
" He's my husband, if you please, and I'm

his little wife. So now we'll see who's your little mother !

"

She caught her pupil to her bosom in a manner that was

not to be outdone by the emissary of her predecessor, and

a few moments later, when things had lurched back into

their places, that poor lady, quite defeated of the last word,

had soundlessly taken flight.
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After Mrs. Wix's retreat Miss Overmore appeared to

recognise that she was not exactly in a position to

denounce Ida Farange's second union
; but she drew from

a table-drawer the photograph of Sir Claude and, standing
there before Maisie, bent her eyes on it for some moments.

" Isn't he beautiful?
"
the child ingenuously asked.

Her companion hesitated. " No—he's horrid," she, to

Maisie's surprise, sharply returned. But she considered

another minute ; after which she handed back the picture.

It appeared to Maisie herself to exhibit a fresh attraction,

and she was embarrassed, for she had never before had
occasion to differ from her lovely friend. So she only
could ask what, such being the case, she should do with it :

should she put it quite away—where it wouldn't be there

to offend ? On this Miss Overmore again deliberated ;

then she said unexpectedly: "Put it on the schoolroom

mantelpiece."
Maisie had apprehensions.

" Won't papa dislike to see

it there ?
"

"
Very much indeed ;

but that won't matter now." Miss

Overmore spoke with peculiar significance and to her

pupil's mystification.
" On account of the marriage ?

" Maisie inquired.

Miss Overmore laughed, and Maisie could see that in

spite of the irritation produced by Mrs. Wix she was in

high spirits.
" Which marriage do you mean ?

"

With the question put to her it suddenly seemed to the



WHAT MA1S1E KNEW 45

child that she didn't know, and she felt that she looked

foolish. So she took refuse in saying:
" Shall you be

different ?
" This was a lull implication that the bride

of Sir Claude would be.

" As your father's wedded wife? Utterly !

"
Miss Over-

more replied. And the difference began of course in her

being addressed, even by Maisie, from that day and by her

particular request, as Mrs. Beale. It was there indeed

principally that it ended, for except that the child could

reflect that she should presently have four parents in all,

and also that at the end of three months the staircase, for

a little girl hanging over banisters, sent up the deepening

rustle of more delicate advances, everything made the

same impression as before. Mrs. Beale had very pretty

frocks, but Miss Overmore's had been quite as good, and

if papa was much fonder of his second wife than he had

been of his first Maisie had foreseen that fondness and

followed its development almost as closely as the victim of

it. There was little indeed in the relations of her com-

panions that her precocious experience couldn't explain,

for if they struck her as after all rather deficient in that air

of the honeymoon of which she had so often heard— in

much detail, for instance, from Mrs. Wix— it was natural

to judge this circumstance in the light of papa's proved

disposition to contest the empire of the matrimonial tie.

His honeymoon, when he came back from Brighton
—not

on the morrow of Mrs. VVix's visit, and not, oddly, till

several days later—his honeymoon was perhaps perceptibly

tinged with the dawn of a later stage of wedlock. There

were things as to which, for Mrs. Beale, as the child had

learnt, his dislike wouldn't matter now, and their number

increased so that such a trifle as his hostility to the photo-

graph of Sir Claude quite dropped out of view. This

pleasing object found a conspicuous place in the school-

room, which, in truth, Mr. Farange seldom entered and in

which silent admiration formed, during the time I speak
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of, almost the sole scholastic exercise of Mrs. Beale's

pupil.

Maisie was not long in seeing just what her stepmother
had meant by the difference she should show as Mrs.

Beale. If she was her father's wife she was not her own

governess, and if her presence had had formerly to be made

regular by the theory of a humble function she was now on

a footing that dispensed with all theories and was incon-

sistent with all servitude. That was what she had meant

by the removal of the obstacle to a school ;
her small com-

panion was no longer required at home as—it was Mrs.

Beale's own amusing word—a little duenna. The objec-

tion to a successor to Miss Overmore remained : it was

composed frankly of the fact, of which Mrs. Beale granted
the full absurdity, that she was too awfully fond of her

stepdaughter to bring herself to see her in vulgar and

mercenary hands. The note of this particular danger
emboldened Maisie to put in a word for Mrs. Wix, the

modest measure of whose avidity she had taken from the

first
;
but Mrs. Beale disposed afresh and effectually of a

candidate who would be sure to act in some horrible and

insidious way for Ida's interest and who moreover was

personally loathsome and as ignorant as a fish. She made

also no less of a secret of the awkward fact that a good
school would be hideously expensive, and of the further

circumstance, which seemed to put an end to everything,

that when it came to the point papa, in spite of his pre-

vious clamour, was really most nasty about paying.

"Would you believe," Mrs. Beale confidentially asked of

her little charge, "that he says I'm a worse expense than

ever, and that a daughter and a wife together are really

more than he can afford ?
"

It was thus that the splendid

school at Brighton lost itself in the haze of larger questions,

though the fear that it would provoke Ida to leap into the

breach subsided with her prolonged, her quite shameless

non-appearance. Her daughter and her successor were
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therefore left to gaze in united but helpless blankness at all

that Maisie was not learning'.

This quantity was so great as to fill the child's days with

a sense of intermission to which even French Lisette gave
no accent—with finished games and unanswered questions
and dreaded tests ; with the habit, above all, in her watch

for a change, of hanging over banisters when the door-bell

sounded. This was the great refuge of her impatience,

but what she heard at such times was a clatter of gaiety

downstairs; the impression of which, from her earliest

childhood, had built up in her the belief that the grown-up
time was the time of real amusement and above all of real

intimacy. Even Lisette, even Mrs. Wix had never, she

felt, in spite of hugs and tears, been so intimate with her

as so many persons at present were with Mrs. Beale and

as so many others of old had been with Mrs. Farange.
The note of hilarity brought people together still more

than the note of melancholy, which was the one exclusively

sounded, for instance, by poor Mrs. Wix. Maisie, in

these days, preferred none the less that domestic revels

should be wafted to her from a distance : she felt sadly

unsupported for facing the interrogatory of the drawing-
room. That was a reason the more for making the most

of Susan Ash, who in her quality of under-housemaid

moved at a very different level and who, none the less,

was much depended upon out of doors. She was a guide
to peregrinations that had little in common with those

intensely definite airings that had left with the child a vivid

memory of the regulated mind of Moddle. There were

under Moddle's system no dawdles at shop-windows and

no nudges, in Oxford Street, of "
1 say, look at 'erJ"

There was an inexorable treatment of crossings and a

serene exemption from the fear that—especially at corners,

of which she was yet weakly fond—haunted the housemaid,
the fear of being, as she ominously said, "spoken to."

The dangers of the town equally with its diversions
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added to Maisie's sense of being untutored and un-

claimed.

The situation, however, had taken a twist when, on

another of her returns, at Susan's side, extremely tired,

from the pursuit of exercise qualified by much hovering
-

,

she encountered another emotion. She on this occasion

learnt at the door that her instant attendance was requested
in the drawing-room. Crossing the threshold in a cloud

of shame she discerned through the blur Mrs. Beale seated

there with a gentleman who immediately drew the pain
from her predicament by rising before her as the original

of the photograph of Sir Claude. She felt the moment
she looked at him that he was by far the most radiant

person with whom she had yet been concerned, and her

pleasure in seeing him, in knowing that he took hold of

her and kissed her, as quickly throbbed into a strange, shy

pride in him, a perception of his making up for her fallen

state, for Susan's public nudges, which quite bruised her,

and for all the lessons that, in the dead schoolroom, where

at times she was almost afraid to stay alone, she was bored

with not having. It was as if he had told her on the spot

that he belonged to her, so that she could already show
him off and see the effect he produced. No, nothing else

that was most beautiful that had ever belonged to her

could kindle that particular joy—not Mrs. Beale at that

very moment, not papa when he was gay, nor mamma
when she was dressed, nor Lisette when she was new.

The joy almost overflowed in tears when he laid his hand

on her and drew her to him, telling her, with a smile of

which the promise was as bright as that of a Christmas-

tree, that he knew her ever so well by her mother, but had

come to see her now so that he might know her really.

She could see that his view of the way "
really

"
to know

her was to make her come away with him, and, further,

that this was what he was there for and had already been

some time : arranging it with Mrs. Beale and getting on
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with that lady in a manner evidently not at all affected by
her having, on the arrival of his portrait, thought of him

so ill. They had grown almost intimate—or had the air

of it—over their discussion ; and it was still further con-

veyed to Maisie that Mrs. Beale had made no secret, and

would make yet less of one, of all that it cost to let her go.
"You seem so tremendously eager," she said to the child,
" that I hope you're at least clear about Sir Claude's

relation to you. It doesn't appear to occur to him to give

you the necessary reassurance."

Maisie, a trifle mystified, turned quickly to her new
friend. " Why, it's of course that you're married to her,

isn't it?"

Her anxious emphasis started them off, as she had
learned to call it ; this was the echo she infallibly and now

quite resignedly produced ; moreover, Sir Claude's laughter
was an indistinguishable part of the sweetness of his being
there. "We've been married, my dear child, three

months, and my interest in you is a consequence, don't you
know ? of my great affection for your mother. In coming
here it's of course for your mother I'm acting."

"Oh, I know," Maisie said with all the candour of her

competence.
" She can't come herself—except just to the

door." Then as she thought afresh: "Can't she come
even to the door now ?

"

" There you are !

"
Mrs. Beale exclaimed to Sir Claude.

She spoke as if his dilemma were ludicrous.

His kind face, in an hesitation, seemed to recognise it ;

but he answered the child with a frank smile. " No—not

very well."
" Because she has married you ?

"

He promptly accepted this reason. "
Well, that has a

good deal to do with it."

He was so delightful to talk to that Maisie pursued
the subject.

"
But, papa—he has married Miss Over-

more."
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"
Yes, and you'll see that he won't come for you at your

mother's," that lady interposed.

"Yes, but that won't be for a long time," Maisie

hastened to respond.
" We won't talk about it now—you've months and

months to put in first." And Sir Claude drew her closer.

"Ah, that's what makes it so hard to give her up!"
Mrs. Beale sighed, holding out her arms to her step-

daughter. Maisie, quitting Sir Claude, went over to them

and, clasped in a still tenderer embrace, felt entrancingly
the expansion of the field of happiness. "I'll come for

you," said her stepmother, "if Sir Claude keeps you too

long : we must make him quite understand that ! Don't

talk to me about her ladyship !

"
she went on, to their

visitor, so familiarly that it was almost as if they must

have met before. "
I know her ladyship as if I had made

her. They're a pretty pair of parents !

" Mrs. Beale ex-

claimed.

Maisie had so often heard them called so that the remark

diverted her but an instant from the agreeable wonder of

this grand new form of allusion to her mother ; and that,

in its turn, presently left her free to catch at the pleasant

possibility, in connection with herself, of a relation much

happier as between Mrs. Beale and Sir Claude than as

between mamma and papa. Still the next thing that

happened was that her interest in such a relation brought
to her lips a fresh question. "Have you seen papa?"
she asked of Sir Claude.

It was the signal for their going off again, as her small

stoicism had perfectly taken for granted that it would be.

All that Mrs. Beale had nevertheless to add was the

vague apparent sarcasm :
"
Oh, papa !

"

"I'm assured he's not at home," Sir Claude replied to

the child ;
"but if he had been I should have hoped for

the pleasure of seeing him."
" Won't he mind your coming ?

" Maisie went on
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"Oh, you bad little girl!" Mrs. Beale humorously

protested.

The child could see that at this Sir Claude, though still

moved to mirth, coloured a little ;
but he spoke to her very

kindly. "That's just what I came to see, you know—
whether your father would mind. But Mrs. Beale appears

strongly of the opinion that he won't."

This lady promptly justified her opinion to her step-

g liter. "It will be very interesting, my dear, yon

know, to find out what it is, to-day, that your father does

mind. I'm sure / don't know!"—and she repeated,

though with perceptible resignation, her sigh of a moment

before. " Your father, darling, is a very odd person

indeed." She turned with this, smiling, to Sir Claude.
"

But, perhaps, it's hardly civil for me to say that of his

not objecting to have you in the house. If you knew some

of the people he does have !

"

Y tisie knew them all, and none indeed were to be com-

pared to Sir Claude. He laughed back at Mrs. Beale ; he

looked at such moments quite as Mrs. YYix, in the long

stories she told her pupil, always described the lovers of

her distressed beauties—" the perfect gentleman and

strikingly handsome." He got up, to the child's regret,

as if he were going. "Oh, I daresay we should be all

right !

"

Mrs. Beale once more gathered in her little charge,

holding her close and looking thoughtfully over her head

at their visitor.
"

It's so charming—for a man of your

type
—to have wanted her so much !

"

"What do you know about my type?" Sir Claude

inqui
red. "Whatever it may be, I daresay it deceives

you. The truth about me is simply that I'm the most un-

appreciated of—what do you call the fellows ?— '

family-

men.' Yes, I'm a family-man ; upon my honour I am 1"

"Then why on earth," cried Mrs. Beale, "didn't you

marry a family-woman ?
"
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Sir Claude looked at her hard. " You know who one

marries, I think. Besides, there are no family-women—

hanged if there are ! None of them want any children-

hanged if they do !

"

His account of the matter was most interesting, and

Maisie, as if it were of bad omen for her, stared at the picture

in some dismay. At the same time she felt, through en-

circling arms, her protectress hesitate. "You do come
out with things ! But you mean her ladyship doesn't want

any—really ?
"

" Won't hear of them—simply. But she can't help the

one she has got." And with this Sir Claude's eyes rested

on the little girl in a way that seemed to her to mask her

mother's attitude with the conscientiousness of his own.
" She must make the best of her, don't you see ? If only
for the look of the thing, don't you know? one wants one's

wife to take the proper line about her child."
u
Oh, I know what one wants !

" Mrs. Beale asserted with

a competence that evidently impressed her interlocutor.
"
Well, if you keep him up—and I daresay you've had

worry enough—why shouldn't I keep Ida ? What's sauce

for the goose is sauce for the gander—or the other way
round, don't you know ? I mean to see the thing

through."
Mrs. Beale, for a minute, still with her eyes on him as he

leaned upon the chimneypiece, appeared to turn this over.
" You're just a wonder of kindness—that's what you are !

"

she said at last. "A lady's expected to have natural

feelings. But your horrible sex ! Isn't it a horrible

sex, little love ?
"

she demanded with her cheek upon her

stepdaughter's.
" Oh, I like gentlemen best," Maisie lucidly replied.

The words were taken up merrily. "That's a good one

foryou/" Sir Claude exclaimed to Mrs. Beale.

"No," said that lady: "I've only to remember the

women she sees at her mother's."
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" rynicem S ir Claude returned.

"V lo you call
'
ni<

re all right."

That doesn't answer me," said Mrs. Beale it I

daresay you do take care of them. That makes you more

of an angel to want this job too." She playfully whac

her smaller companion.
. rr. not an angel

— I'm an old grandmother," Sir Claude

declared. "
I like babies— I always did. If we go to smash

I shall look for a place as responsible nurse."

.-, in her charmed mood, drank in an imputation on

her ch at another moment might have been

bitter; but the charm was se: interrupted by Mr>.

e's screwing her round and gazing fondly into her

eyes.
" You're willing to leave me, you wretch ?

"

The little girl deliberated ; even her attachment to this

bright presence had become as a cord she must suddenly

snap. But she snapped it very gently.
"

Isn't it my turn

for mamm..
"You're a horrible little hypocrite! The less, I think,

now said about 'turns' the better," Mrs. Beale made
.er. "/ know whose turn it is. You've not such a

Ion for your mother
"

I say, I say : Jo look out !

"
Sir Claude quite amiably

protested.

"There's nothing she hasn't heard. But it doesn't

matter— it hasn't spoiled her. If you knew what it v.

me to part with you ! she pursued t ~ie.

Claude watched her as she charmingly clung to the

child. "I'm so glad you really care for her. T.

much to the good."
Mrs. Beale slowly got up, still with her hands on I

but emitting a little soft exhalation. "
Well, if you're

glad, that may help us ; for I assure you that I shall never

give up any rights in her that I may consider that,

own sacrifices, I've acquired. I shall hold very fast to my
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interest In her. What seems to have happened is that she

has brought you and me together."
" She has brought you and me together," said Sir

Claude.

The cheerfulness of his assent to this proposition was

contagious, and Maisie broke out almost with enthusiasm :

" I've brought you and her together !
"

Her companions of course laughed anew and Mrs.

Beale gave her an affectionate shake. "You little monster
—take care what you do ! But that's what she does do,"

she continued to Sir Claude. "She did it to me and

Beale."

"Well, then," he said to Maisie, "you must try the

trick at our place." He held out his hand to her again.
" Will you come now ?

"

"Now—just as I am?" She turned with an immense

appeal to her stepmother, taking a leap over the moun-
tain of "

mending," the abyss of packing that had loomed
and yawned before her. "

Oh, may I ?
"

Mrs. Beale addressed her assent to Sir Claude. "As
well so as any other way. I'll send on her things to-

morrow." Then she gave a tug to the child's coat,

glancing at her up and down with some ruefulness.
" She's not turned out as I should like—her mother will

pull her to pieces. But what's one to do—with nothing to

do it on ? And she's better than when she came—you can

tell her mother that. I'm sorry to have to say it to you—
but the poor child was a sight !

"

"Oh, I'll turn her out myself!" the visitor cordially

announced.
"

I shall like to see how !
" Mrs. Beale appeared

much amused. " You must bring her to show me—we can

manage that. Good-bye, little fright !

" And her last word

to Sir Claude was that she would keep him up to the

mark.
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The idea of what she was to make up and the prodigious

total it came to were kept well before Maisie at her

mother's. These thing's were the constant occupation of

Mrs. Wix, who arrived there by the back-stairs, but in

tears of joy, the day after her own arrival. The process

of making up, as to which the good lady had an immense

deal to say, took, through its successive phases, so long

that it promised to be a period at least equal to the child's

last period with her father. But this was a fuller and

richer time: it bounded along to the tune of Mrs. Wix's

constant insistence on the energy they must both put forth.

There was a fine intensity in the way the child agreed with

her that under Mrs. Beale and Susan Ash she had learned

nothing whatever ; the wildness of the rescued castaway
was one of the forces that would henceforth make for a

career of conquest. The year therefore rounded itself

as a receptacle of retarded knowledge—a cup brimming
over with the sense that now at least she was learning-.

Mrs. Wix fed this sense from the stores of her conversation

and with the immense bustle of her reminder that they

must cull the fleeting hour. They were surrounded with

subjects they must take at a rush and perpetually getting

into the attitude of triumphant attack. They had certainly

no idle hours, and the child went to bed each night as

tired as from a long day's play. This had begun from

the moment of their reunion, begun with all Mrs. Wix
had to tell her young friend oi the reasons of her ladyship's

extraordinary behaviour at the very first.
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It took the form of her ladyship's refusal for three days
to see her child—three days during which Sir Claude made

hasty, merry dashes into the schoolroom to smooth

down the odd situation, to say "She'll come round, you
know ;

I assure you she'll come round," and a little even

to compensate Maisie for the indignity he had caused her

to suffer. There had never in the child's life been, in all

ways, such a delightful amount of reparation. It came

out by his sociable admission that her ladyship had not

known of his visit to her late husband's house and of

his having made that person's daughter a pretext for

striking up an acquaintance with the dreadful creature

installed there. Heaven knew she wanted her child back

and had made every plan of her own for removing her ;

what she couldn't for the present at least forgive any
one concerned was the meddling, underhand way in which

Sir Claude had brought about the transfer. Maisie carried

more of the weight of this resentment than even Mrs.

Wix's confidential ingenuity could lighten for her, especially

as Sir Claude himself was not at all ingenuous, though in-

deed on the other hand he was not at all crushed. He
was amused and intermittent and at moments most start-

ling ; he brought out to his young companion, with a

frankness that agitated her much more than he seemed

to guess, that he depended on her not letting her mother,

when she should see her, get anything out of her about

anything Mrs. Beale might have said to him. He came in

and out ;
he professed, in joke, to take tremendous precau-

tions ;
he showed a positive disposition to romp. He

chaffed Mrs. Wix till she was purple with the pleasure

of it, and reminded Maisie of the reticence he expected

of her till she set her teeth like an Indian captive. Hef

lessons these first days and indeed for long after seemed

to be all about Sir Claude, and yet she never really men-

tioned to Mrs. Wix that she was prepared, under his

inspiring injunction, to be vainly tortured, This lady,
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however, had formulated the position of things with an

acuteness that showed how little she needed to be coached.

Her explanation of everything that seemed not quite

pleasant
—and if her own footing was perilous it met

that danger as well—was that her ladyship was passion-

ately in love. Maisie accepted this hint with infinite awe

and pressed upon it much when she was at last summoned

into the presence of her mother.

There she encountered matters in which it seemed really

to help to give her a clue—an almost terrifying strange-

ness, full, none the less, after a little, of reverberations of

Ida's old fierce, demonstrative recoveries of possession.

They had been some time in the house together, and

this demonstration came late. Preoccupied, however, as

Maisie was with the idea of the sentiment Sir Claude

had inspired, and familiar, in addition, by Mrs. Wix's

anecdotes, with the ravages that in general such a

sentiment could produce, she was able to make allowances

for her ladyship's remarkable appearance, her violent

splendour, the wonderful colour of her lips and even

the hard stare, like that of some gorgeous idol described

in a story-book, that had come into her eyes in consequence
of a curious thickening of their already rich circumference.

Her professions and explanations were mixed with eager

challenges and sudden drops, in the midst of which Maisie

recognised as a memory of other years the rattle of her

trinkets and the scratch of her endearments, the odour

of her clothes and the jumps of her conversation. She

had all her old clever way—Mrs. Wix said it was

"aristocratic"—of changing the subject as she might

have slammed the door in your face. The principal

thing that was different was the tint of her golden hair,

which had changed to a coppery red and, with the head

it profusely covered, struck the child as now lifted still

further aloft. This picturesque parent showed literally

a grander stature and a nobler presence, things which.
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with some others that might have been bewildering, were

handsomely accounted for by the romantic state of her

affections. It was her affections, Maisie could easily see,

that led Ida to break out into questions as to what had

passed at the other house between that horrible woman
and Sir Claude ; but it was also just here that the little

girl was able to recall the effect with which in earlier

days she had practised the pacific art of stupidity. This

art again came to her aid : her mother, in getting rid of

her after an interview in which she had achieved a hollow-

ness beyond her years, allowed her fully to understand

that she had not grown a bit more amusing.
She could bear that

;
she could bear anything that helped

her to feel she had done something for Sir Claude. If she

hadn't told Mrs. Wix how Mrs. Beale seemed to like him
she certainly couldn't tell her ladyship. In the way the

past revived for her there was a queer confusion. It was
because mamma hated papa that she used to want to

know bad things of him ; but if at present she wanted to

know the same of Sir Claude it was quite from the opposite
motive. She was awe-struck at the manner in which a

lady might be affected through the passion mentioned by
Mrs. Wix

;
she held her breath with the sense of picking

her steps among the tremendous things of life. What she

did, however, now, after the interview with her mother,

impart to Mrs. Wix was that, in spite of her having had

her "
good

"
effect, as she called it—the effect she studied,

the effect of harmless vacancy—her ladyship's last words

had been that her ladyship's duty by her would be

thoroughly done. Over this announcement governess and

pupil looked at each other in silent profundity ; but as the

weeks went by it had no consequences that interfered

gravely with the breezy gallop of making up. Her lady-

ship's duty took at times the form of not seeing her child

for days together, and Maisie led her life in great pros-

perity between Mrs. Wix and kind Sir Claude. Mrs. Wix
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had a new dress and, as she was the first to proclaim, a

better position ;
so it all struck Maisie as a crowded,

brilliant life, with, for the time, Mrs. Beale and Susan Ash

simply
"

left out
"

like children not invited to a Christmas

party. Mrs. Wix had a secret terror which, like most of

her secret feelings, she discussed with her little companion,
in great solemnity, by the hour : the possibility of her

ladyship's coming down on them, in her sudden high-bred

way, with a school. But she had also a balm to this fear

in a conviction of the strength of Sir Claude's grasp of the

situation. He was too pleased
—didn't he constantly say

as much?—with the good impression made, in a wide

circle, by Ida's sacrifices ;
and he came into the school-

room repeatedly to let them know how beautifully

he felt everything had gone oil and everything would

go on.

He disappeared at times for days, when his patient

friends understood that her ladyship would naturally

absorb him ;
but he always came back with the drollest

stories of where he had been, a wonderful picture of

society, and even with pretty presents that showed how in

absence he thought of his home. Besides giving Mrs. Wix

by his conversation a sense that they almost themselves
" went out," he gave her a five-pound note and the history

of France and an umbrella with a malachite knob, and to

Maisie both chocolate-creams and story-books, and a

lovely great-coat (which he took her out all alone to buy),

besides ever so many games in boxes, with print lJ

directions, and a bright red frame lor the protection of his

famous photograph. The games were, as he said, to while

away the evening hour ; and the evening hour indeed

often passed in futile attempts on Mrs. Wix's part to

master what "it said" on the papers. When he asked

the pair how they liked the games they always replied

"Oh, immensely !" but they had earnest discussions as to

whether they hadn't better appeal to him frankly for aid to
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understand them. This was a course their delicacy shrank

from ; they couldn't have told exactly why, but it was a

part of their tenderness for him not to let him think they

had trouble. What dazzled most was his kindness to Mrs.

Wix, not only the five-pound note and the "not forgetting"

her, but the perfect consideration, as she called it with an

air to which her sounding of the words gave the only

grandeur Maisie was to have seen her wear save on a

certain occasion hereafter to be described, an occasion

when the poor lady was grander than all of them put

together. He shook hands with her, he recognised her, as

she said, and above all, more than once, he took her, with

his stepdaughter, to the pantomime and, in the crowd,

coming out, publicly gave her his arm. When he met

them in sunny Piccadilly he made merry and turned and

walked with them, heroically suppressing his consciousness

of the stamp of his company, a heroism that—needless for

Mrs. Wix to sound those words—her ladyship, though a

blood-relation, was little enough the woman to be capable

of. Even to the hard heart of childhood there was

something tragic in such elation at such humanities : it

brought home to Maisie the way her humble companion
had sidled and ducked through life. But it settled the

question of the degree to which Sir Claude was a gentle-

man : he was more of one than anybody else in the world—
"I don't care," Mrs. Wix repeatedly remarked, "whom
you may meet in grand society, nor even to whom you may
be contracted in marriage." There were questions that

Maisie never asked ;
so her governess was spared the

embarrassment of telling her if he were more of a gentle-

man than papa. This was not moreover from the want

of opportunity, for there were no moments between them

at which the topic could be irrelevant, no subject they were

going into, not even the principal dates or the auxiliary

verbs, in which it was further off than the turn of the page.

The answer on the winter nights to the puzzle of cards and



WHAT MAISIE KNEW 61

counters and little bewildering
-

pamphlets was just to draw

up to the fire and talk about him ; and if the truth must be

told this edifying- interchange constituted for the time the

little girl's chief education.

It must also be admitted that he took them far, farther

perhaps than was always warranted by the old-fashioned

conscience, the dingy decencies, of Maisie's simple in-

structress. There were hours when Mrs. Wix sighingly
testified to the scruples she surmounted, seemed to ask

what other line one could take with a young person whose

experience had been, as it were, so peculiar.
" It isn't as

if you didn't already know everything, is it, love?
" and "

I

can't make you any worse than you are, can I, darling?
"—

these were the terms in which the good lady justified to

herself and her pupil her pleasant conversational ease.

What the pupil already knew was indeed rather taken for

granted than expressed, but it performed the useful function

of transcending all text-books and supplanting all studies.

If the child couldn't be worse it was a comfort even to

herself that she was bad—a comfort offering a broad, firm

support to the fundamental fact of the present crisis : the

fact that mamma was fearfully jealous. This was another

side of the circumstance of mamma's passion, and the deep

couple in the schoolroom were not long in working round

to it. It brought them face to lace with the idea of the

inconvenience suffered by any lady who marries a genii

man producing on other ladies the charming effect ol' Sir

Clav.de. That such ladies would freely fall in love with him

was a reflection naturally irritating to his wife. One day
when some accident, some crash of a banged door or some

scurry of a scared maid, had rendered this truth particu-

larly vivid, Maisie, receptive and profound, suddenly said

to her companion : "And you, my dear, are you in love

with him too ?
"

Even her profundity had left a margin for a laugh ; so

she was a trifle startled by the solemn promptitude with
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which Mrs. Wix plumped out :
" Over head and ears. I've

never, since you ask me, been so far gone."
This boldness had none the less no effect of deterrence

for her when, a few days later—it was because several

had elapsed without a visit from Sir Claude—her governess
turned the tables. "May I ask you, miss, if you are?"

Mrs. Wix brought it out, she could see, with hesitation,

but clearly intending a joke.
"
Why, yes!

"
the child made

answer, as if in surprise at not having long ago seemed

sufficiently to commit herself ;
on which her friend gave a

sigh of apparent satisfaction. It might in fact have

expressed positive relief. Everything was as it should be.

Yet it was not with them, they were very sure, that her

ladyship was furious, nor because she had forbidden it that

there befell at last a period
—six months brought it round

—when for days together he scarcely came near them. He
was "off," and Ida was "off," and they were sometimes

off together and sometimes apart ; there were seasons when
the simple students had the house to themselves, when the

very servants seemed also to be "off" and dinner became

a reckless forage in pantries and sideboards. Mrs. Wix
reminded her disciple on such occasions—hungry moments

often, when all the support of the reminder was required—
that the "real life" of their companions, the brilliant

society in which it was inevitable they should move and the

complicated pleasures in which it was almost presumptuous
of the mind to follow them, must offer features literally not

to be imagined without being seen. At one of these times

Maisie found her opening it out that, though the difficulties

were many, it was Mrs. Beale who had now become the

chief. Then somehow it was brought fully to the child's

knowledge that her stepmother had been making attempts

to see her, that her mother had deeply resented it, that her

stepfather had backed her stepmother up, that the latter

had pretended to be acting as the representative of her

father, and that her mother took the whole thing, in plain
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terms, very hard. The situation was, as Mrs. Wix de-

clared, an extraordinary muddle to be sure. Her account

of it brought back to Maisie the happy vision of the way
Sir Claude and Mrs. Beale had made acquaintance—an

incident, to which, with her stepfather, though she had had
little to say about it to Mrs. Wix, she had during the first

weeks of her stay at her mother's found more than one

opportunity to revert. As to what had taken place the day
Sir Claude came for her, she had been vaguely grateful to

Mrs. Wix for not attempting, as her mother had attempted,
to put her through. That was what Sir Claude had called

the process when he warned her of it, and again afterwards

when he told her she was an awfully good "chap" for

having foiled it. Then it was that, well aware Mrs. Beale

hadn't in the least really given her up, she had asked him
if he remained in communication with her and if for the

time everything must really be held to be at an end between

her stepmother and herself. This conversation had occurred

in consequence of his one day popping into the schoolroom

and finding Maisie alone.
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He was smoking a cigarette and he stood before the fire

and looked at the meagre appointments of the room in a

way that made her rather ashamed of them. Then before,

on the subject of Mrs. Beale, he let her " draw " him—that

was another of his words ; it was astonishing how many
she gathered in—he remarked that really mamma kept
them rather low on the question of decorations. Mrs.

Wix had put up a Japanese fan and two rather grim texts ;

she had wished they were gayer, but they were all she

happened to have. Without Sir Claude's photograph,

however, the place would have been, as he said, as dull as

a cold dinner. He had said as well that there were all

sorts of things they ought to have ; yet governess and

pupil, it had to be admitted, were still divided between

discussing the places where any sort of thing would look

best if any sort of thing should ever come and acknow-

ledging that mutability in the little girl's career which was

naturally unfavourable to accumulation. She stayed long

enough only to miss things, not half long enough to

deserve them. The way Sir Claude looked about the

schoolroom had made her feel with humility as if it were

not very different from the shabby attic in which she had

visited Susan Ash. Then he had said, in abrupt reference

to Mrs. Beale :
" Do you think she really cares for

you?"
" Oh, awfully !

" Maisie had replied.
"
But, I mean, does she love you for yourself, as they
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call it, don't you know? Is she as fond of you, now, as

Mrs. Wix ?
"

The child turned it over. "
Oh, I'm not every bit Mrs.

Beale has !

"

Sir Claude seemed much amused at this. " No ; you're
not every bit she has !

"

He laughed for some moments ; but that was an old

story to Maisie, and she was not too much disconcerted to

g-o on: " But she'll never give me up."
"
Well, I won't either, old boy : so that's not so wonder-

ful, and she's not the only one. But if she's so fond of

you, why doesn't she write to you?"
"
Oh, on account of mamma." This was rudimentary,

and she was almost surprised at the simplicity of Sir

Claude's question.
"

I see—that's quite right," he answered. " She might
get at you—there are all sorts of ways. But of course

there's Mrs. Wix."
" There's Mrs. Wix," Maisie lucidly concurred. " Mrs.

Wix can't endure her."

Sir Claude seemed interested. "Oh, she can't endure
her ? Then what does she say about her ?

"

"
Nothing at all—because she knows I shouldn't like it.

Isn't it sweet of her? "
the child asked.

"
Certainly ; rather nice. Mrs. Beale wouldn't hold her

tongue for any such thing as that, would she ?
"

Maisie remembered how little she had done so ; but she

desired to protect Mrs. Beale too. The only protection she

could think of, however, was the plea : "Oh, at papa's,

you know, they don't mind !

"

At this Sir Claude only smiled. "No, I dare say not.

But here we mind, don't we ?—we take care what we say.
I don't suppose it's the sort of thing I ought to say," he

went on; "but I think we must on the whole be rather

nicer here than at your father's. However, 1 don't press
that ; for it's a sort of question on which it's awfully

E
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awkward for you to speak. Don't worry, at any rate : I

assure you I'll back you up." Then, after a moment,
while he smoked, he reverted to Mrs. Beale and the child's

first inquiry.
" I'm afraid we can't do much for her just

now. I haven't seen her since that day—upon my word I

haven't seen her." The next instant, with a laugh the

least bit foolish, the young
- man slightly coloured : he felt

this profession of innocence to be excessive as addressed

to Maisie. It was inevitable to say to her, however, that of

course her mother loathed the lady of the other house. He
couldn't go there again with his wife's consent, and he

wasn't the man—he begged her to believe, falling once

more, in spite of himself, into the scruple of showing the

child he didn't trip
—to go there without it. He was liable

in talking with her to take the tone of her being also a man
of the world. He had gone to Mrs. Beale's to fetch away
Maisie

;
but that was altogether different. Now that she

was in her mother's house what pretext had he to give her

mother for paying calls on her father's wife? And of

course Mrs. Beale couldn't come to Ida's—Ida would tear

her limb from limb. Maisie, with this talk of pretexts,

remembered how much Mrs. Beale had made of her being
a good one, and how, for such a function, it was her fate

to be either much depended on or much missed. Sir

Claude moreover recognised on this occasion that perhaps

things would take a turn later on ; and he wound up by

saying:
" I'm sure she does sincerely care for you—how

can she possibly help it ? She's very young and very

pretty and very clever : I think she's charming. But we
must walk very straight. If you'll help me, you know, I'll

help you" he concluded in the pleasant fraternising,

equalising, not a bit patronising way which made the

child ready to go through anything for him and the beauty
of which, as she dimly felt, was that it was not a deceitful

descent to her years, but a real indifference to them.

It gave her moments of secret rapture
—moments ot
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believing she might help him indeed. The only mystification

in this was the imposing time oi' life that her elders spoke

of as youth. For Sir Claude then Mrs. Beale was "young,"
just as for Mrs. Wix Sir Claude was : that was one of the

merits for which Mrs. Wix most commended him. What
therefore was Maisie herself, and, in another relation to the

matter, what therefore was mamma ? It took her some

time to puzzle out with the aid of an experiment or two

that it wouldn't do to talk about mamma's youth. She even

went so far one day, in the presence of that lady's thick

colour and marked lino, as to wonder if it would occur to

any one but herself to do so. Yet if she wasn't young
then she was old ;

and this threw an odd light on her

having a husband of a different generation. Mr. Farange
was Till older- that Maisie perfectly knew ; and it brought
her in due course to the perception oi' how much more,

since Mrs. Beale was younger than Sir Claude, papa must

be older than Mrs. Beale. Such discoveries were discon-

certing and even a trifle confounding : these persons, it

appeared, were not of the age they ought to be. This was

somehow particularly the case with mamma, and the tact

made her reflect with some relief on her not having gone
with Mrs. Wix into the question of Sir Claude's attachment

to his wife. She was conscious that in confining their

attention to the state o( her ladyship's own affections they

had been controlled— Mrs. Wix perhaps in especial
—

by

delicacy and even by embarrassment. The end of her

illoquy with her stepfather in the schoolroom was her

saying: "Then if we're not to see Mrs. Beale at all it isn't

what she seemed to think when you came for me."

He looked rather blank. " What did she seem to think?"

"Why, that I've brought you together."
"She thought that?" Sir Claude inquired.
Maisie was surprised at his already forgetting it.

"
Just

as I had brought papa and her. Don't you remember she

said so ?
"
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It came back to Sir Claude in a peal of laughter. "Oh
yes—she said so !"

" And you said so," Maisie lucidly pursued.
He recovered, with increasing mirth, the whole occasion.

" And you said so !

" he retorted as if they were playing a

game.
" Then were we all mistaken ?

"
the child asked.

He considered a little. "No; on the whole not. I

dare say it's just what you have done. We are together
—

in an extraordinary sort of way. She's thinking of us—
of you and me—though we don't meet. And I've no

doubt you'll find it will be all right when you go back to

her."

"Am I going back to her? " Maisie brought out with a

little gasp which was like a sudden clutch of the happy

present.

It appeared to make Sir Claude grave a moment
;

it

might have made him feel the weight of the pledge his

action had given. "Oh, some day, I suppose! We've

lots of time."
" I've such a tremendous lot to make up," Maisie said

with a sense of great boldness.

"Certainly; and you must make up every hour of it.

Oh, I'll see that you do !

"

This was encouraging ;
and to show, cheerfully, that

she was reassured she replied :
" That's what Mrs. Wix

sees too."

"Oh yes," said Sir Claude; "Mrs. Wix and I are

shoulder to shoulder."

Maisie took in a little this strong image ; after which she

exclaimed : "Then I've done it also to you and her— I've

brought you together !

"

"Blest if you haven't!" Sir Claude laughed. "And

more, upon my word, than any of the lot. Oh, you've

done for us/ Now, if you could—as I suggested, you

know, that day—only manage me and your mother !

"
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The child wondered. "
Bring- you and her together ?

"

"You see we're not together
—not a bit. But I oughtn't

to tell you such things ;
all the more that you won't

really do it—not you. No, old chap," the young man

continued; "there you'll break down. But it won't

matter—we'll rub along. The great thing is that you and

I are all right."
" We're all right!" Maisie echoed devoutly. But the

next moment, in the light of what he had just said, she

asked :
" How shall I ever leave you ?

"
It was as if she

must somehow take care of him.

His smile did justice to her anxiety.
"
Oh, well, you

needn't ! It won't come to that."

" Do you mean that when I do go you'll go with me ?
"

Sir Claude hesitated. " Not exactly
' with

'

you perhaps;

but I shall never be far off."

" But how do you know where mamma may take you?"
He laughed again.

"
I don't, I confess !

" Then he had

an idea, but it seemed a little too jocose. "That will be

for you to see—that she sha'n't take me too far."

"How can I help it?" Maisie inquired in surprise.
" Mamma doesn't care for me," she said very simply.
" Not really." Child as she was, her little long history

was in the words ; and it was as impossible to contradict

her as if she had been venerable.

Sir Claude's silence was an admission of this, and still

more the tone in which he presently replied : "That won't

prevent her from—some time or other—leaving me with

you."
"Then we'll live together?" she eagerly demanded.

"I'm afraid," said Sir Claude, smiling, "that that will

be Mrs. Beale's real chance."

Her eagerness just slightly dropped at this ; she remem-

bered Mrs. Wix's pronouncement that it was all an extra-

ordinary muddle. "To take me again? Well, can't you
come to see me there ?

"
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"Oh, I daresay!"

Though there were parts of childhood Maisie had lost

she had all childhood's preference for the particular promise.
" Then you will come—you'll come often, won't you ?

"
she

insisted, while at the moment she spoke the door opened
for the return of Mrs. Wix. Sir Claude hereupon, instead

of replying, gave her a look which left her silent and

embarrassed.

When he again found privacy convenient, however—
which happened to be long in coming—he took up their

conversation very much where it had dropped. "You
see, my dear, if I shall be able to go to you at your father's

it isn't at all the same thing for Mrs. Beale to come to you
here." Maisie gave a thoughtful assent to this proposition,

though conscious that she could scarcely herself say just

where the difference would lie. She felt how much her

stepfather saved her, as he said with his habitual amuse-

ment, the trouble of that. "
I shall probably be able to

go to Mrs. Beale's without your mother's knowing it."

Maisie stared with a certain thrill at the dramatic ele-

ment in this. "And she couldn't come here without

mamma's ?" She was unable to articulate the word
for what mamma would do.

" My dear child, Mrs. Wix would tell of it."

"But I thought," Maisie objected, "that Mrs. Wix and

you
"

"Are such brothers-in-arms ?
"—Sir Claude caught her

up.
" Oh yes, about everything but Mrs. Beale. And i

you should suggest," he went on, "that we might some-

how or other hide her peeping in from Mrs. Wix "

"Oh, I don't suggest that!" Maisie in turn cut him

short.

Sir Claude looked as if he could indeed quite see why.
" No ;

it would really be impossible." There came to her

from this glance at what they might hide the first small

glimpse of something in him that she wouldn't have
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expected. There had been times when she had had to

make the best of the impression that she was herself deceit-

ful ; yet she had never concealed anything bigger than a

thought. Of course she now concealed this thought of

how strange it would be to see him hide
;
and while she

was so actively engaged he continued: "Besides, you

Know, I'm not afraid of your father."

" And you are of my mother ?
"

"
Rather, old man !

"
Sir Claude replied.
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It must not be supposed that her ladyship's intermissions

were not qualified by demonstrations of another order—
triumphal entries and breathless pauses during which she

seemed to take of everything in the room, from the state

of the ceiling to that of her daughter's boot-toes, a survey

that was rich in intentions. Sometimes she sat down and

sometimes she surged about, but her attitude wore equally

in either case the grand air of the practical. She found so

much to deplore that she left a great deal to expect, and

bristled so with calculations that she seemed to scatter

remedies and pledges. Her visits were as good as an

outfit ;
her manner, as Mrs. Wix once said, as good as a

pair of curtains ;
but she was a person addicted to extremes

—sometimes barely speaking to her child and sometimes

pressing this tender shoot to a bosom cut, as Mrs. Wix
had also observed, remarkably low. She was always in a

fearful hurry, and the lower the bosom was cut the more it

was to be gathered she was wanted elsewhere. She usually

broke in alone, but sometimes Sir Claude was with her,

and during all the earlier period there was nothing on

which these appearances had had so delightful a bearing

as on the way her ladyship was, as Mrs. Wix expressed it,

under the spell. "But isn't she under it!" Maisie used

in thoughtful but familiar reference to exclaim after Sir

Claude had swept mamma away in peals of natural

laughter. Not even in the old days of the convulsed ladies

had she heard mamma laugh so freely as in these moments
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of conjugal surrender, to the gaiety of which even a little

girl could see she had at last a ri^hl a little girl whose

thoughttulness was now all happy selfish meditation on

good omens and future fun.

Unaccompanied, in subsequent hours, and with an effect

of changing to meet a change, Ida took a lone superficially

disconcerting and abrupt—the tone of having, at an

immense cost, made over everything to Sir Claude and

wishing others to know that if everything wasn't right it

was because Sir Claude was so dreadfully vague.
" He

has made from the first such a row about you," she said

on one occasion to Maisie, "that I've told him to do for

you himself and try how he likes it—see? I've washed

my hands of you ; I've made you over to him ; and if

you're discontented it's on him, please, you'll come down.

So don't haul poor me up— I assure you I've worries

enough." One of these, visibly, was that the spell rejoiced

in by the schoolroom fire was already in danger of break-

ing ; another was that she was finally forced to make no

secret of her husband's unfitness for real responsibilities.

The day came indeed when her breathless auditors learnt

from her in bewilderment that what ailed him was that he

was, alas, simply not serious. Maisie wept on Mrs. Wix's

bosom after hearing that Sir Claude was a butterfly ;

considering moreover that her governess patched it up but

ill in coming out at various moments the next few days
with the opinion that it was proper to his " station

"
to be

light and gay. That had been proper to every one's

station that she had yet encountered save poor Mrs. Wix's

own, and the particular merit of Sir Claude had seemed

precisely that he was different from everyone. She talked

with him, however, as time went on, very freely about her

mother ; being with him, in this relation, wholly without

the fear that hail kept her silent before her father— the

of bearing tales and making bad things worse. He

appeared to accept the idea that he had taken her over and
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made her, as he said, his particular lark
; he quite agreed

also that he was an awful humbug and an idle beast and a

sorry dunce. And he never said a word to her against her

mother—he only remained dumb and discouraged in the

face of her ladyship's own overtopping earnestness. There

were occasions when he even spoke as if he had wrenched

his little charge from the arms of a parent who had fought
for her tooth and nail.

This was the very moral of a scene that flashed into

vividness one day when the four happened to meet without

company in the drawing-room and Maisie found herself

clutched to her mother's breast and passionately sobbed

and shrieked over, made the subject of a demonstration

that evidently formed the sequel to a sharp passage enacted

just before. The connection required that while she almost

cradled the child in her arms Ida should speak of her as

hideously, as fatally estranged, and should rail at Sir

Claude as the cruel author of the outrage.
" He has taken

you from me," she cried
;

" he has set you against me, and

you've been won away and your horrid little mind has been

poisoned ! You've gone over to him, you've given your-
self up to side against me and hate me. You never open

your mouth to me—you know you don't
;
and you chatter

to him like a dozen magpies. Don't lie about it—I hear

you all over the place. You hang about him in a way
that's barely decent, and he can do what he likes with you.

Well then, let him, to his heart's content : he has been in

such a hurry to take you that we'll see if it suits him to

keep you. I'm very good to break my heart about it when

you've no more feeling for me than a clammy little fish !

"

She suddenly thrust the child away and, as a disgusted ad-

mission of failure, sent her flying across the room into the

arms of Mrs. Wix, whom at this moment and even in the

whirl of her transit Maisie saw, very red, exchange a

quick, queer look with Sir Claude.

The impression of the look remained with her, confronting
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her with such a critical little view ofher mother's explo
that she felt the less ashamed of herself for incurring the

reproach with which she had been cast off. Her father

had once called her a heartless little beast, and now, though

decidedly scared, she was as stiff and cold as if the descrip-

tion had been just. She was not even frightened enough
to cry, which would have been a tribute to her mother's

wrongs : she was only, more than anything else, curious

about the opinion mutely expressed by their companions.

Taking the earliest opportunity to question Mrs. Wix on

this subject she elicited the remarkable reply:
"
Well, my

dear, it's her ladyship's game, and we must just hold on

like grim death." Maisie could interpret at her leisure

these ominous words. Her reflections indeed at this

moment thickened apace, and one of them made her sure

that her governess had conversations, private, eat'

and not infrequent, with her frivolous stepfather. She

perceived in the light of a second episode that something

beyond her knowledge had taken place in the house. The

thin-s beyond her knowledge—numerous enough in truth

—had not hitherto, she believed, been the things that had

been nearest to her : she had even had in the past a small

smug conviction that in the domestic labyrinth she always

kept the clue. This time too, however, she at last found

out, with the discreet aid, it had to be confessed, of Mrs.

Wix. Sir Claude's own assistance was abruptly taken

from her, for his comment on her ladyship's game was to

start on the spot, quite alone, for Paris, evidently beci

he wished to show a spirit when accused of positive

wickedness. He might be fond of his stepdaughter,

Maisie felt, without wishing her to be after all thrust on

him in such a way ; his absence therefore, it was ch

was a protest against the thrusting. It was while this

absence lasted that our young lady finally discovered what

had happened in the house to be that her mother was no

longer in love.
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The limit of a passion for Sir Claude had certainly been

reached, she judged, some time before the day on which

her ladyship burst suddenly into the schoolroom to intro-

duce Mr. Perriam, who, as she announced from the doorway
to Maisie, wouldn't believe his ears that one had a great

hoyden of a daughter. Mr. Perriam was short and massive

—Mrs. Wix remarked afterwards that he was distinctly

fat ; and it would have been difficult to say of him whether

his head were more bald or his black moustache more

bushy. He seemed also to have moustaches over his eyes,

which, however, by no means prevented these polished

little globes from rolling round the room as if they had

been billiard-balls impelled by Ida's celebrated stroke.

Mr. Perriam wore on the hand that pulled his mous-

tache a diamond of dazzling lustre, in consequence of

which and of his general weight and mystery our young

lady observed on his departure that if he had only had a

turban he would have been quite her idea of a heathen

Turk.
" He's quite my idea," Mrs. Wix replied, "of a heathen

Jew."
"
Well, I mean," said Maisie, "of a person who comes

from the East."

"That's where he must come from," her governess

opined
—"he comes from the City." In a moment she

added as if she knew all about him :
" He's one of those

people who have lately broken out. He'll be immensely
rich."

"On the death of his papa?" the child interestedly

inquired.
" Dear no—nothing hereditary. I mean he has made a

lot of money."
" How much, do you think ?

" Maisie demanded.

Mrs. Wix reflected and sketched it.
"
Oh, many

millions."
" A hundred? "

said her questioner.
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Mrs. Wix was not sure ol the number, but there were

enough of them to have seemed to warm up for the time

the penury of the schoolroom to linger there as an after-

glow of the hot, heavy light Mr. Perriam sensibly shed.

This was also, no doubt, on his part, an effect of that

enjoyment of life with which, among her elders, Maisie

had been in contact from her earliest years—the sign of

happy maturity, the old familiar note of overflowing cheer.

11 How d'ye do, ma'am ? How d'ye do, little mis- -he

laughed and nodded at the gaping figures.
" She has

brought me up for a peep— it's true I wouldn't take you on

trust. She's always talking about you, but she would

never produce you ;
so to-day I challenged her on the

spot. Well, you ain't a myth, my dear -I back down on

that," the visitor went on to Maisie ;

" nor you either,

miss, though you might be, to be sure !

"

"
I bored him with you, darling

— I bore everyone," Ida

said,
" and to prove that you tin a sweet thing, as well as

a fearfully old one, 1 told him he could judge for himself.

So now he sees that you're a dreadful bouncing business

and that your poor old Mummy's at least sixty !

"—and her

ladyship smiled at Mr. Perriam with the charm that her

daughter had heard imputed to her at papa's by the merry

gentlemen who had so often wished to get from him what

they called a " rise." Her manner at that instant gave the

child a glimpse more vivid than any yet enjoyed of the

attraction that papa, in remarkable language, always
denied she could put forth.

Mr. Perriam, however, clearly recognised it in the grace

with which he met her. "
I never said you ain't wonder-

ful—did I ever say it, hey ?
"
and he appealed with pleasant

confidence to the testimony of the schoolroom, about which

itself also he evidently felt that he ought to have some-

thing to say.
" So this is their little place, hey ? Charming,

charming, charming !

"
he repeated as he vaguely looked

round. The interrupted students clung together as if they
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had been personally exposed ;
but Ida relieved their em-

barrassment by a hunch of her high shoulders. This time

the smile she addressed to Mr. Perriam had a beauty of

sudden sadness. "What on earth is a poor woman
to do?"
The visitor's grimace grew more marked as he continued

to look, and the conscious little schoolroom felt still more
like a cage at a menagerie.

"
Charming, charming,

charming !

" Mr. Perriam insisted ; but the parenthesis

closed with a prompt click. "There you are !" said her

ladyship. "By-bye!" she sharply added. The next

minute they were on the stairs, and Mrs. Wix and her

companion, at the open door and looking mutely at each

other, were reached by the sound of the ample current that

carried them back to their life.

It was singular perhaps after this that Maisie never

put a question about Mr. Perriam, and it was still more

singular that by the end of a week she knew all she didn't

ask. What she most particularly knew—and the informa-

tion came to her, unsought, straight from Mrs. Wix—was
that Sir Claude wouldn't at all care for the visits of a

millionaire who was in and out of the upper rooms. How
little he would care was proved by the fact that under the

sense of them Mrs. Wix's discretion broke down altogether:

she was capable of a transfer of allegiance, capable, at the

altar of propriety, of a desperate sacrifice of her ladyship.

As against Mrs. Beale, she more than once intimated, she

had been willing to do the best for her, but as against Sir

Claude she could do nothing for her at all. It was extra-

ordinary the number of things that, still without a question,

Maisie knew by the time her stepfather came back from

Paris—came bringing her a splendid apparatus for painting
in water-colours and bringing Mrs. Wix, by a lapse of

memory that would have been droll if it had not been a

trifle disconcerting, a second and even a more elegant

umbrella. He had forgotten all about the first, with
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which, buried in as many wrappers as a mummy of the

Pharaohs, she wouldn't lor the world have done anything
so profane as use it. Maisie knew above all that though
she was now, by what she called an informal understand-

ing, on Sir Claude's "side,'' she had yet not uttered a

word to him about Mr. Perriam. That gentleman became
therefore a kind of flourishing public secret, out of the

depths of which governess and pupil looked at each other

portentously from the time their friend was restored to

them. He was restored in great abundance, and it was
marked that, though he appeared to have felt the need to

take a stand against the risk of being too roughly saddled
with the offspring of others, lie at this period exposed him-

self more than ever before to the presumption of having
created expectations.

If it had become now, for that matter, a question ot

sides, there was at least a certain amount of evidence as to

where they all were. Maisie, of course, in such a delicate

position, was on nobody's ; but Sir Claude had all the air

of being on hers. If therefore Mrs. Wix was on Sir

Claude's, her ladyship on Mr. Perriam's, and Mr. Perriam

presumably on her ladyship's, this left only Mrs. Beale and
Mr. Farange to account for. Mrs. Beale clearly was, like

Sir Claude, on Maisie's, and papa, it was to be supposed,
on Mrs. Beale's. Here indeed was a slight ambiguity, as

papa's being on Mrs. Beale's didn't somehow seem to

pi. ice him quite on his daughter's. It sounded, as this

young lady thought it over, very much like puss-in-the-

COrner, and she could only wonder if the distribution oi

parties would lead to a rushing to and fro and changing of

places. She was in the presence, she felt, of restless

change : wasn't it restless enough that her mother and her

stepfather should already be on different sides? That was
the great thing that had domestically happened. Mrs.
Wix besides had turned another face : she had never been

exactly gay, but her gravity was now an attitude as eon-
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spicuous as a poster. She seemed to sit in her new dress

and brood over her lost delicacy, which had become almost

as doleful a memory as that of poor Clara Matilda. " It

is hard for him," she often said to her companion ; and it

was surprising how competent on this point Maisie was
conscious of being to agree with her. Hard as it was,

however, Sir Claude had never shown to greater advantage
than in the gallant, generous, sociable way he carried it

off : a way that drew from Mrs. Wix a hundred expressions

of relief at his not having suffered it to embitter him. It

threw him more and more at last into the schoolroom,
where he had plainly begun to recognise that if he was to

have the credit of perverting the innocent child he might
also at least have the amusement. He never came into

the place without telling its occupants that they were the

nicest people in the house—a remark which always led

them to say to each other "Mr. Perriam !" as loud as

ever compressed lips and enlarged eyes could make them

articulate. He caused Maisie to remember what she had

said to Mrs. Beale about his having the nature of a good
nurse and, rather more than she intended before Mrs. Wix,
to bring the whole thing out by once remarking to him

that none of her good nurses had smoked quite so much in

the nursery. This had no more effect than it was meant to

on his cigarettes : he was always smoking, but always

declaring that it was death to him not to lead a domestic

life.

He led one after all in the schoolroom, and there were

hours of late evening, when she had gone to bed, that

Maisie knew he sat there talking with Mrs. Wix of how to

meet his difficulties. His consideration for this unfortunate

woman even in the midst of them continued to show him

as the perfect gentleman and lifted the object of his courtesy

into an upper air of beatitude in which her very pride had

the hush of anxiety.
" He leans on me—he leans on me !

"

she only announced from time to time ; and she was more
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surprised than amused when, later on, she accidentally found

she had given her pupil the impression of a support

literally supplied by her person. This glimpse of a mis-

conception led her to be explicit
—to put before the child,

with an air of mourning indeed for such a stoop to the

common, that what they talked about in the small hours,

as they said, was the question of his taking right hold of

life. The life she wanted him to take right hold of was the

public :
"
she," I hasten to add, was, in this connection,

not the mistress of his fate, but only Mrs. Wix herself.

She had phrases about him that were full of tenderness,

yet full of morality.
" He's a wonderful nature, but he

can't live like the lilies. He's all right, you know, but he

must have a high interest.'' She had more than once

remarked that his affairs were sadly involved, but that

they must get him— Maisie and she together apparently
—

into Parliament. The child took it from her with a flutter

of importance that Parliament was his natural sphere, and

she was the less prepared to recognise a hindrance as she

had never heard of any affairs whatever that were not

involved. She had in the old days once been told by
Mrs. Beale that her very own were, and with the refresh-

ment of knowing that she had affairs the information

hadn't in the least overwhelmed her. It was true and

perhaps a little alarming that she had never heard of any
such matters since then. Full of charm at any rate was

the prospect of some day getting Sir Claude in ; especially

after Mrs. Wix, as the fruit of more midnight colloquies,

once went so far as to observe that she really believed it

was all that was wanted to save him. Mrs. Wix, with

these words, struck her pupil as cropping up, after the

manner of mamma when mamma talked, quite in a new

place. The child stared as at the jump of a kangaroo.
11 Save him from what ?

"

Mrs. Wix hesitated ; then she covered a still greater

distance. u Why, just from awful misery."
P
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She had not at the moment explained her ominous

speech, but the light of remarkable events soon enabled

her companion to read it. It may indeed be said that

these days brought on a high quickening of Maisie's direct

perceptions, of her gratified sense of arriving by herself at

conclusions. This was helped by an emotion intrinsically

far from sweet—the increase of the alarm that had most

haunted her meditations. She had no need to be told, as

on the morrow of the revelation of Sir Claude's danger she

was told by Mrs. Wix, that her mother wanted more and

more to know why the devil her father didn't send for her :

she had too long expected that mamma's curiosity on this

point would break out with violence. Maisie could meet

such pressure so far as meeting it was to be in a position

to reply, in words directly inspired, that papa would be

hanged before he'd again be saddled with her. She there-

fore recognised the hour that in troubled glimpses she had

long foreseen, the hour when—the phrase for it came back

to her from Mrs. Beale—with two fathers, two mothers and

two homes, six protections in all, she shouldn't know
" wherever

"
to go. Such apprehension as she felt on this

score was not diminished by the fact that Mrs. Wix herself

was suddenly white with terror : a circumstance leading,

Maisie to the further knowledge that this lady was still

more scared on her own behalf than on that of her pupil.

A governess who had only one frock was not likely to

have either two fathers or two mothers : accordingly if
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even with these resources Maisie was to be in the streets,

where in the name of all that was dreadful was poor
Mrs. Wix to be ? She had had, it appeared, a tremendous

brush with Ida, which had begun and ended with the

request that she would be pleased on the spot to

"bundle." It had come suddenly but completely, this

signal of which she had gone in fear. The companions
confessed to each other their long foreboding, but

Mrs. Wix was better off than Maisie in having a plan ot

defence. She declined indeed to communicate it till it was

quite mature ; but meanwhile, she hastened to declare,

her feet were firm in the schoolroom. They could only be

loosened by force: she would "leave" for the police

perhaps, but she wouldn't leave for mere outrage. That

would be to play her ladyship's game, and it would take

another turn of the screw to make her desert her darling.

Her ladyship had come down with extraordinary ferocity :

it had been one of many symptoms of a situation strained

—" between them all," as Mrs. Wix said,
" but especially

between the two "—to the point of God only knew
what.

Her description of the crisis made the child reflect.

" Between which two ?—papa and mamma ?
"

" Dear, no. I mean between your mother and him."'

Maisie, in this, recognised an opportunity to be really

deep.
" ' Him ' ?—Mr. Perriam ?

"

She fairly brought a blush to the scared face. " Well,

my dear, I must say what you don't know ain't worth

mentioning. That it won't go on for ever with Mr. Perriam
—since I must meet you—who can suppose ? But I meant
dear Sir Claude."

Maisie stood corrected rather than abashed. "
I see.

But it's about Mr. Perriam he's angry ?

Mrs. Wix hesitated. " He says he's not."
" Not angry ? He has told you so ?

"

Mrs. Wix looked at her hard. " Not about him."
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" Then about some one else ?

"

Mrs. Wix looked at her harder. "About some one
else."

" Lord Eric ?
"
the child promptly brought forth.

At this, of a sudden, her governess was more agitated.

"Oh, why, little unfortunate, should we discuss their

dreadful names ?
"—and she threw herself for the millionth

time on Maisie's neck. It took her pupil but a moment to

feel that she quivered with insecurity, and, the contact of
her terror aiding, the pair in another instant were sobbing
in each other's arms. Then it was that, completely
relaxed, demoralised as she had never been, Mrs. Wix
suffered her wound to bleed and her resentment to gush.
Her great bitterness was that Ida had called her false,

denounced her hypocrisy and duplicity, reviled her spying
and tattling, her lying and grovelling to Sir Claude. "Me,
me," the poor woman wailed,

" who've seen what I've

seen and gone through everything only to cover her up
and ease her off and smooth her down? If I've been an

'ipocrite it's the other way round : I've pretended, to him
and to her, to myself and to you and to every one, not to

see ! It serves me right to have held my tongue before
such horrors !

" What horrors they were her companion
forbore too closely to inquire, showing even signs not a
few of an ability to take them for granted. That put the

couple more than ever, in this troubled sea, in the same
boat, so that with the consciousness of ideas on the part
of her fellow-mariner Maisie could sit close and wait.

Sir Claude on the morrow came in to tea, and then the

ideas were produced. It was extraordinary how the child's

presence drew out their full richness. The principal one
was startling, but Maisie appreciated the courage with
which her governess handled it. It simply consisted of
the proposal that whenever and wherever they should take

refuge Sir Claude should consent to share their asylum.
On his protesting with all the warmth in nature against
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this note of secession she asked what else in the world

was left to them if her ladyship should stop supplies.

"Supplies be hanged, my dear woman!" said their

delightful friend. " Leave supplies to me— I'll take care

oi •applies."

Mrs. Wix hesitated. "Well, it's exactly because I

knew you'd be so glad to do so that I put the question

before you. There's a way to look after us better than any

other. That way is just to come with us."

It hung before Maisie, Mr>. Wix's way, like a glittering-

picture, and she clasped her hands in ecstasy. "Come
with us, come with us !

"
she echoed.

Sir Claude looked from his stepdaughter back to her

governess.
" Do you mean leave this house and take up

my abode with you ?
"

"
It will be the right thing

— if you feel as you've told me

you feel." Mrs. Wix, sustained and uplifted, was now as

clear as a bell.

Sir Claude had the air of trying to recall what he had

told her ;
then the light broke that was always breaking to

make his face more pleasant.
"

It's your suggestion that

I shall take a house for you ?
"

" For the wretched homeless child. Any roof—over our

heads—will do for us ; but of course for you it will have to

be something really nice."

Sir Claude's eyes reverted to Maisie, rather hard, as she

thought ;
and there was a shade in his very smile that

seemed to show her—though she also felt it didn't show

Mrs. Wix—that the accommodation prescribed must loom

to him pretty large. The next moment, however, he

laughed gaily enough. "My dear lady, you exaggerate

tremendously my poor little needs." Mrs. Wix had once

mentioned to her young friend that when Sir Claude called

her his dear lady he could do anything with her ; and

Maisie felt a certain anxiety to see what he would do now.

Well, he only addressed her a remark of which the child
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herself was aware of feeling the force. " Your plan

appeals to me immensely ; but of course—don't you see ?—
I shall have to consider the position I put myself in by
leaving- my wife."

"You'll also have to remember," Mrs. Wix replied,
" that if you don't look out your wife won't give you time

to consider. Her ladyship will leave you."
"
Ah, my good friend, I do look out !

"
the young man

returned while Maisie helped herself afresh to bread and

butter. " Of course if that happens I shall have somehow
to turn round

;
but I hope with all my heart it won't. I

beg your pardon," he continued to his stepdaughter, "for

appearing to discuss that sort of possibility under your

sharp little nose. But the fact is that I forget half the

time that Ida is your sainted mother."

"So do I !

"
said Maisie, to put him the more in the

right.

Her protectress, at this, was upon her again. "The
little desolate, precious pet !

" For the rest of the conver-

sation she was enclosed in Mrs. Wix's arms, and as they
sat there interlocked Sir Claude, before them with his tea-

cup, looked down at them in deepening thought. Shrink

together as they might they couldn't help, Maisie felt,

being a very massive image, a large loose, ponderous pre-

sentment, of what Mrs. Wix required of him. She knew
moreover that this lady didn't make it better by adding in

a moment :
" Of course we shouldn't dream of a whole

house. Any sort of little lodging, however humble, would

be only too blessed."
" But it would have to be something that would hold us

all," said Sir Claude.

"Oh yes," Mrs. Wix concurred;
" the whole point is

our being together. While you're waiting, before you act,

for her ladyship to take some step, our position here will

come to an impossible pass. You don't know what I went

through with her for you yesterday—and for our poor
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darling ; but it's not a thing I can promise you often to

face again. She has dismissed me in horrible language—
she has instructed the servants not to wait on me."

"
Oh, the poor servants arc all right!" Sir Claude eagerly

cried.

"They're certainly better than their mistress. It's too

dreadful that I should sit here and say of your wife, Sir

Claude, and tit Maisie's own mother, that she's lower than

a domestic ; but my being betrayed into such remarks is

just a reason the more for our getting away. I shall stay
till I'm taken by the shoulders, but that may happen any

day. What also may perfectly happen, you must permit
me to repeat, is that she'll go olT to get rid ol' us."

"Oh, if she'll only do that!' Sir Claude laughed.
" That would be the very making o( us !

"

"Don't say it—don't say it!" Mrs. Wix pleaded.

"Don't speak o( anything so fatal. You know what I

mean. We must all cling to the right. You mustn't be

bad."

Sir Claude set down his tea-cup ; he had become more

grave and he pensively wiped his moustache. " Won't all

the world say I'm awful if I leave the house before—before

she has bolted ? They'll say it was my doing it that made
her bolt."

Maisie could grasp the force of this reasoning, but it

offered no check to Mrs. Wix. " Why need you mind

that—if you've done it for so high a motive ? Think of the

beauty of it," the good lady pressed.

"Of bolting vrithyou?" Sir Claude ejaculated.

She faintly smiled—she even faintly coloured. " So far

from doing you harm, it will i.\o you the highest good. Sir

Claude, if you'll listen to me, it will save you."
" Save me from what?"

Maisie, at this question, waited with renewed suspense
for an answer that would bring the thing to a finer point

than their companion had brought it to before. But there
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was on the contrary only more mystification in Mrs. Wix's

reply.
"
Ah, from you know what !

"

'- Do you mean from some other woman? "

" Yes—from a real bad one."

Sir Claude at least, the child could see, was not

mystified ; so little indeed that a smile of intelligence broke

afresh in his eyes. He turned them in vague discomfort to

Maisie, and then something in the way she met them caused

him to chuck her playfully under the chin. It was not till

after this that he good-naturedly met Mrs. Wix. "You
think me much worse than I am."
" If that were true," she returned,

"
I wouldn't appeal

to you. I do, Sir Claude, in the name of all that's good in

you—and, oh, so earnestly ! We can help each other.

What you'll do for our young friend here I needn't say.

That isn't even what I want to speak of now. What I

want to speak of is what you'll get
—don't you see ?—from

such an opportunity to take hold. Take hold of us—take

hold of her. Make her your duty
—make her your life :

she'll repay you a thousand-fold !

"

It was to Mrs. Wix, during this appeal, that Maisie's

contemplation transferred itself: partly because, though
her heart was in her throat for trepidation, she felt a cer-

tain delicacy about appearing herself to press the question ;

partly from the coercion of seeing Mrs. Wix come out as

Mrs. Wix had never come before—not even on the day of

her call at Mrs. Beale's with the news of mamma's mar-

riage. On that day Mrs. Beale had surpassed her in

dignity ;
but nobody could have surpassed her now. There

was in fact at this moment a fascination for her pupil in the

hint she seemed to give that she had still more of that

surprise behind. So the sharpened sense of spectatorship

was the child's main support, the long habit, from the first,

of seeing herself in discussion and finding in the fury of it—
she had had a glimpse of the game of football—a sort of

compensation for the doom of a peculiar passivity. It
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gave her often an odd air of being present at her history in

as separate a manner as if she could only get at experience

by flattening her nose against a pane of glass. Such she

felt to be the application of her nose while she waited for

the effect of Mrs. Wix's eloquence. Sir Claude, however,
didn't keep her long in a position so ungraceful : he sat

down and opened his arms to her as he had done the day
he came for her at her father's, and while he held her there,

looking at her kindly, but as if their companion had brought
the blood a good deal to his face, he said :

M Dear Mrs. Wix is magnificent, but she's rather too

grand about it. I mean the situation isn't after all quite
so desperate or quite so simple. But I give you my
word before her, and I give it to her before you, that I'll

never, never, forsake you. Do you hear that, old fellow,

and do you take it in? I'll stick to you through every-

thing."

Maisie did take it in—took it with a long tremor of all

her little being ; and then as, to emphasise it, he drew her

closer she buried her head on his shoulder and cried with-

out sound and without pain. While she was so engaged
she became aware that his own breast was agitated, and

gathered from it with rapture that his tears were as silently

wing. Presently she heard a loud sob from Mrs. Wix—
Mrs. Wix was the only one who made a noise.

She was to have made, for some time, none other but

this, though within a few days, in conversation with her

pupil, she described her relations with Ida as positively

excruciating. There was as yet nevertheless no attempt
to eject her by force, and she recognised that Sir Claude,

taking such a stand as never before, had intervened with

passion and with success. As Maisie remembered—and

remembered wholly without disdain—that he had told her

he was afraid of her ladyship, the little girl took this act

of resolution as a proof of what, in the spirit of the

engagement sealed by all their tears, he was really
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prepared to do. Mrs. Wix spoke to her of the pecuniary
sacrifice by which she herself purchased the scant security

she enjoyed and which, if it was a defence against the

hand of violence, was far from making her safe from

private aggression. Didn't her ladyship find every hour

of the day some insidious means to humiliate and trample

upon her? There was a quarter's salary owing her—a

great name, even Maisie could suspect, for a small matter ;

she should never see it as long as she lived, but keeping

quiet about it put her ladyship, thank heaven, a little in

one's power. Now that he was doing so much else she

could never have the grossness to apply for it to Sir

Claude. He had sent home for schoolroom consumption
a huge frosted cake, a wonderful delectable mountain with

geological strata of jam, which might, with economy, see

them through many days of their siege ;
but it was none

the less known to Mrs. Wix that his affairs were more and

more involved, and her fellow-partaker looked back tenderly,

in the light of these involutions, at the expression of face

with which he had greeted the proposal that he should set

up another establishment. Maisie felt that if their main-

tenance should hang but by a thread they must still demean

themselves with the highest delicacy. What he was doing
was simply acting without delay, so far as his embarrass-

ments permitted, on the inspiration of his elder friend.

There was at this season a wonderful month of May—
as soft as a drop of the wind in a gale that had kept
one awake—when he took out his stepdaughter with a

fresh alacrity and they rambled the great town in search,

as Mrs. Wix called it, of combined amusement and

instruction.

They rode on the top of 'buses ; they visited outlying

parks ; they went to cricket-matches where Maisie fell

asleep ; they tried a hundred places for the best one to

have tea. This was his direct way of rising to Mrs.

Wix's admirable lesson—of making his little accepted
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charge his duty and his life. They dropped, under in-

controllable impulses, into shops that they agreed were

too big-, to look at things that they agreed were too

small, and it was during these hours that Mrs. Wix,
alone at home, but a subject of regretful reference as

they pulled off their gloves for refreshment, subsequently
described herself as most exposed to the blows that her

ladyship had achieved such ingenuity in dealing. She

again and again repeated that she would not so much
have minded having her " attainments

"
held up to scorn

and her knowledge o[ every subject denied if she were not

habitually denounced to her face as the basest of her sex.

There was by this time no pretence on the part of any one

of denying it to be fortunate that her ladyship habitually
left London every Saturday and was more and more

disposed to a return late in the week. It was almost

equally public that she regarded as a preposterous
"
pose,"

and indeed as a direct insult to herself, her husband's

attitude of staying behind to look after a child for whom
the most elaborate provision had been made. If there

was a type Ida despised, Sir Claude communicated to

Maisie, it was the man who pottered about town of a

Sunday ;
and he also mentioned how often she had

declared to him that if he had a grain of spirit he would

be ashamed to accept a menial position about Mr. Farange's

daughter. It was her ladyship's contention that he was

in craven fear o( his predecessor
—otherwise he would

recognise it as an obligation of plain decency to protect

his wife against the outrage of that person's barefaced

attempt to swindle her. The swindle was that Mr.

Farange put upon her the whole intolerable burden ;

"and even when 1 pay for you myself," Sir Claude

averred to his young friend, "she accuses me the more

of truckling and grovelling." It was Mrs. Wix's con-

viction, they both knew, arrived at on independent

grounds, that Ida's weekly excursions were feelers for a



92 WHAT MAISIE KNEW

more considerable absence. If she came back later each

week the week would be sure to arrive when she wouldn't

come back at all. This appearance had of course much

to do with Mrs. Wix's actual valour. Could they but

hold out long enough the snug little home with Sir Claude

would find itself informally constituted.
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This might moreover have been taken to be the sense ot

a remark made by her stepfather as—one rainy day when
the streets were all splash and two umbrellas unsociable

and the wanderers had sought shelter in the National

Gallery
—Maisie sat beside him staring rather sightlessly

at a roomful of pictures which he had mystified her much

by speaking of with a bored sigh as a "silly superstition."

They represented, with patches of gold and cataracts of

purple, with stiff saints and angular angels, with ugly
Madonnas and uglier babies, strange prayers and prostra-
tions ; so that she at first took his words for a protest

against devotional idolatry
— all the more that he had of

late often come with her and with Mrs. Wix to morning
church, a place of worship of Mrs. Wix's own choosing,
where there was nothing of that sort ; no haloes on heads,
but only, during long sermons, beguiling backs of bonnet-,

and where, as her governess always afterwards observed,
he gave the most earnest attention. It presently appeared,

however, that his reference was merely to the affectation

of admiring such ridiculous works—an admonition that

she received from him as submissively as she received

everything. What turn it gave to their talk need not

here be recorded : the transition to the colourless school-

room and lonely Mrs. Wix was doubtless an effect of

relaxed interest in what was before them. Maisie ex-

pressed in her own way the truth that she never went
home nowadays without expecting to find the temple
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of her studies empty and the poor priestess cast out.

This conveyed a full appreciation of her peril, and it

was in rejoinder that Sir Claude uttered, acknowledging
the source of that peril, the reassurance at which I have

glanced. "Don't be afraid, my dear: I've squared her."

It required indeed a supplement when he saw that it left

the child momentarily blank. "I mean that your mother

lets me do what I want so long as I let her do what she

wants."
" So you are doing what you want? " Maisie asked.
"
Rather, Miss Farange !

"

Miss Farange turned it over. "And she's doing the

same ?
"

"Up to the hilt!"

Again she considered. "Then, please, what may it

be?"
"

I wouldn't tell you for the whole world."

She gazed at a gaunt Madonna ; after which she broke

into a slow smile. "Well, I don't care, so long as you do

let her."
"
Oh, you monster !

"
laughed Sir Claude, getting up.

Another day, in another place
—a place in Baker Street

where at a hungry hour she had sat down with him to tea

and buns—he brought out a question disconnected from

previous talk. "I say, you know, what do you suppose

your father would do ?
"

Maisie had not long to cast about nor to question his

pleasant eyes. "If you were really to go with us? He
would make a great complaint."

He seemed amused at the term she employed. "Oh, I

shouldn't mind a '

complaint
'

!

"

" He would talk to every one about it," said Maisie.

"Well, I shouldn't mind that either."

"Of course not," the child hastened to respond. "You've

told me you're not afraid of him."

"The question is are you?" said Sir Claude



WHAT MAISIE KNEW 95

Maisie candidly considered ; then she spoke resolutely.
"
No, not oi papa."
" But ol somebody else

"Certainly, of lots of people."
" Of your mother first and foremost of course."
" Dear, yes ; more of mamma than of than of

"

"Than ot what ?
"

Sir Claude asked as she hesitated for

a comparison.
She thought over all objects of dread. " Than of a wild

elephant !

"
she at last declared. " And you are too," she

reminded him as he laughed.
"Oh yes, I am too."

Again she meditated. " Why then did you marry her?"

"Just because 1 was afraid."
" Even when she loved you ?

"

"That made her the more alarming
-

."

For Maisie herself, though her companion seemed to find

it droll, this opened up depths of gravity.
" More alarm-

ing than she is now ?
"

"Well, in a different way. Fear, unfortunately, is a

very big thing, and there's a great variety of kinds."

She took this in with complete intelligence. "Then I

think I've got them all."

"You?" her friend cried. "Nonsense! You're tho-

roughly
'

game.'
"

" I'm awfully afraid of Mrs. Beale," Maisie announced.
He raised his smooth brows. " That charming woman ?"
"
Well," she answered, "you can't understand it because

you're not in the same state."

She had been going oi\ with a luminous "But "when,
across the table, he laid his hand on her arm. "

1

understand it," he confessed. "I am in the same
state."

"
Oh, but she likes you so !

"
Maisie eagerly suggested.

Sir Claude literally coloured. "That has something to

do with it."
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Maisie wondered again. "Being liked with being
afraid ?

"

"Yes, when it amounts to adoration."

"Then why aren't you afraid of me?"
"Because with you it amounts to that." He had kept

his hand on her arm. "Well, what prevents is simply

that you're the gentlest spirit on earth. Besides
"
he

pursued ;
but he came to a pause.

"Besides ?"
"

I should be in fear if you were older—there ! See—
you already make me talk nonsense," the young man

added. " The question's about your father. Is he likewise

afraid of Mrs. Beale ?
"

"
I think not. And yet he loves her," Maisie mused.

" Oh no—he doesn't ;
not a bit !

" After which, as his

companion stared, Sir Claude apparently felt that he must

make his announcement fit with her recollections. "There's

nothing of that sort now."

But Maisie only stared the more. "
They've changed ?

"

" Like your mother and me."

She wondered how he knew. "Then you've seen Mrs.

Beale again ?
"

He demurred. "Oh no. She has written to me," he

presently subjoined. "She's not afraid of your father

either. No one at all is—really." Then he went on while

Maisie's little mind, with its filial spring too relaxed, from

of old, for a pang at this want of parental majesty,

speculated on the vague relation between Mrs. Beale's

courage and the question, for Mrs. Wix and herself, of a

neat lodging with their friend. " She wouldn't care a bit

if Mr. Farange should make a row."
" Do you mean about you and me and Mrs. Wix ? Why

should she care? It wouldn't hurt her"

Sir Claude, with his legs out and his hand diving into

his trousers-pocket, threw back his head with a laugh just

perceptibly tempered, as she thought, by a sigh.
" My
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dear stepchild, you're delightful ! Look here, we must

pay. You've had five buns? "

" How can you?" Maisie demanded, crimson under the

eye of the young woman who had stepped to their board.

"I've had three."

Shortly after this Mrs. VVix looked so ill that it was to

be feared her ladyship had treated her to some unexampled

passage. Maisie asked if anything worse than usual had

occurred ; whereupon the poor woman brought out with

infinite gloom :

" He has been seeing Mrs. Beale."

"Sir Claude?" The child remembered what he had

said. " Oh no—not seeing her !

"

"
I beg your pardon. I absolutely know it." Mrs. Wix

was as positive as she was dismal.

Maisie nevertheless ventured to challenge her. "And
how, please, do you know it?"

She faltered a moment. " From herself. I've been to

see her." Then on Maisie's visible surprise: "I went

yesterday while you were out with him. He has seen her

repeatedly."

It was not wholly clear to Maisie why Mrs. Wix should

be prostrate at this discovery; but her general conscious-

ness of the way things could be both perpetrated and

resented always eased off for her the strain of the par-

ticular mystery.
" There may be some mistake. He says

he hasn't."

Mrs. Wix turned paler, as if this were a still deeper

ground for alarm. " He says so?—he denies that he has

seen her?
"

"He told me so three days ago. Perhaps she's mis-

taken," Maisie suggested.
" Do you mean perhaps she lies? She lies whenever it

suits her, I'm very sure. But I know when people lie— and

that's what I've loved in you, that you never do. Mrs.

Beale didn't yesterday at any rate. He has seen her."

Maisie was silent a little.
" He says not," she then

c
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repeated.
"
Perhaps

—
perhaps

" Once more she

paused.
" Do you mean perhaps he lies ?

"

" Gracious goodness, no !

" Maisie shouted.

Mrs. Wix's bitterness, however, again overflowed. " He

does, he does," she cried, "and it's that that's just the

worst of it ! They'll take you, they'll take you, and what

in the world will then become of me ?
" She threw herself

afresh upon her pupil and wept over her with the inevitable

effect of causing the child's own tears to flow. But Maisie

could not have told you if she had been crying at the

image of their separation or at that of Sir Claude's

untruth. As regards this deviation it was agreed between

them that they were not in a position to bring it home to

Hm. Mrs. Wix was in dread of doing anything to make

him, as she said, "worse"; and Maisie was sufficiently

initiated to be able to reflect that in speaking to her as he

had done he had only wished to be tender of Mrs. Beale.

It fell in with all her inclinations to think of him as tender,

and she forbore to let him know that the two ladies had,

as she would never do, betrayed him.

She had not long to keep her secret, for the next day,

when she went out with him, he suddenly said in reference

to some errand he had first proposed : "No, we won't do

that—we'll do something else." On this, a few steps from

the door, he stopped a hansom and helped her in
;
then

following her he gave the driver over the top an address

that she lost. When he was seated beside her she asked

him where they were going ;
to which he replied :

" My
dear child, you'll see." She saw while she watched and

wondered that they took the direction of the Regent's
Paik

j
but she didn't know why he should make a mystery

of that, and it was not till they passed under a pretty arch

and drew up at a white house in a terrace from which the

view, she thought, must be lovely that, mystified, she

clutched him and broke out :
"

I shall see papa?"
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He looked down at her with a kind smile. "No,

probably not. I haven't brought you for that."

" Then whose house is it ?
"

" It's your father's. They've moved here."

She looked about : she had known Mr. Farange in four

or five houses, and there was nothing
-

astonishing in this

except that it was the nicest place yet.
" But I shall see

Mrs. Beale?"
" It's to see her that I brought you."

She stared, very white, and, with her hand on his arm,

though they had stopped, kept him silting in the cab.

"To leave me, o\o you mean?"
He hesitated.

"
It's not for me to say if you can stay.

We must look into it."'

" But it" I do I shall see papa ?
"

"Oh, some time or other, no doubt." Then Sir Claude

went on: "Have you really so very great a dread of

that?"

Maisie glanced away over the apron of the cab—gazed
a minute at the green expanse ol' the Regent's Park and,

at tliis moment colouring to the roots of her hair, felt the

full, hot rush oi' an emotion more mature than any she

had yet known, h consisted o( an odd, unexpected shame
at placing in an interior light, to SO perfect a gentleman
and so charming a person as Sir Claude, so very near a

relative as Mr. Farange. She remembered, however, her

friend's telling her that no one was seriously afraid of her

father, and she turned round with a small toss of her head.
"
Oh, t daresay I can manage him !

"

Sir Claude smiled, but she noticed that the violence with

which she had just changed colour had brought into his

own face a slight compunctious and embarrassed Hush. It

was as if he had caught his first glimpse of her sense of

responsibility. Neither of them made a movement to get

out, and after an instant he said to her :
" Look here, if

you say so we won't after all go in."
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"Ah, but I want to see Mrs. Beale !

"
the child mur-

mured.
" But what if she does decide to take you? Then, you

know, you'll have to remain."

Maisie turned it over. "
Straight on—and give you up ?

"

" Well— I don't quite know about giving me up."
"

I mean as I gave up Mrs. Beale when I last went to

mamma's. I couldn't do without you here for anything
like so long a time as that." It struck her as a hundred

years since she had seen Mrs. Beale, who was on the other

side of the door they were so near and whom she yet had

not taken the jump to clasp in her arms.
" Oh, I daresay you'll see more of me than you've seen

of Mrs. Beale. It isn't in me to be so beautifully discreet,"

Sir Claude said. "But all the same," he continued, "I
leave the thing, now that we're here, absolutely with you.
You must settle it. We'll only go in if you say so. If

you don't say so we'll turn right round and drive away."
*' So in that case Mrs. Beale won't take me ?

"

" Well—not by any act of ours."

"And I shall be able to go on with mamma?" Maisie

asked.

"Oh, I don't say that!"

She considered. "But I thought you said you had

squared her? "

Sir Claude poked his stick at the splashboard of the

cab. "
Not, my dear child, to the point she now requires."

" Then if she turns me out and I don't come here ?"

Sir Claude promptly took her up.
" What do I offer

you, you naturally inquire? My poor chick, that's just

what I ask myself. I don't see it, I confess, quite as

straight as Mrs. Wix."

His companion gazed a moment at what Mrs. Wix saw.
" You mean we can't make a little family ?

"

" It's very base of me, no doubt, but I can't wholly
chuck your mother."
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Maisie, at this, emitted a low but lengthened sigh, a

slight sound of reluctant assent which would certainly

have been amusing to an auditor. "Then there isn't any-

thing else ?
"

"
I vow I don't quite see what there is."

Maisie waited a moment ; her silence seemed to signify

that she too had no alternative to suggest. But she made
another appeal. "If I come here you'll come to see

me?"
"I won't lose sight of you.''
" But how often will you come? " As he hung fire she

pressed him. " Often and often ?
"

Still he faltered.
" My dear old woman "

he began.
Then he paused again, going on at the next moment with

a change of tone: " You're too funny! Yes, then," he

said ; "often and often.
- '

All right !

"
Maisie jumped out. Mrs. Beale was at

home, but not in the drawing-room, and when the butler

had gone for her the child suddenly broke out: "But
when I'm here what will Mrs. Wix do?

"

Ah, you should have thought of that sooner !

"
said

her companion with the first faint note of asperity she had

ever heard him sound.
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Mrs. Beale fairly swooped upon her, and the effect of the
whole hour was to show the child how much, how quite

formidably indeed, after all, she was loved. This was the
more the case as her stepmother, so changed—in the very
manner of her mother—that she really struck her as a
new acquaintance, somehow recalled more familiarity than
Maisie could feel. A rich, strong, expressive affection in

short pounced upon her in the shape of a handsomer,
ampler, older Mrs. Beale. It was like making a fine

friend, and they hadn't been a minute together before she
felt elated at the way she had met the choice imposed upon
her in the cab. There was a whole future in the combination
of Mrs. Beale's beauty and Mrs. Beale's hug. She seemed
to Maisie charming to behold, and also to have no connection
at all with anybody who had once mended underclothing
and had meals in the nursery. The child knew one of her
father's wives was a woman of fashion, but she had always
dimly made a distinction, not applying that epithet without
reserve to the other. Mrs. Beale since their separation
had acquired a conspicuous right to it, and Maisie's first

flush of response to her present delight coloured all her

splendour with meanings that, this time, were sweet.

She had told Sir Claude that she was afraid of the

lady in the Regent's Park ; but she was not too much
afraid to rejoice, aloud, on the very spot. "Why, aren't

you beautiful? Isn't she beautiful, Sir Claude, isn't

she ?
"
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"The handsomest woman in London, simply," Sir

Claude gallantly replied. "Just as sure as you're the b(

little girl!"

Well, the handsomest woman in London gave herself

up, with tender, lustrous looks and every demonstration

of fondness, to a happiness at last recovered. There was
almost as vivid a bloom in her maturity as in mamma's,
and it took her but a short time to give her little friend an

impression of positive power—an impression that opened
up there like a new source of confidence. This was a

perception, on Maisie's part, that neither mamma, nor Sir

Claude, nor Mrs. Wix, with their immense and so varied

respective attractions, had exactly kindled, and that made
an immediate difference when the talk, as it promptly did,

began to turn to her father. Oh yes. Mr. Farange was a

complication, but she saw now that he would not be one

for his daughter. For Mrs. Beale certainly he was an

immense one ; she speedily made known as much : but

Mrs. Beale from this moment presented herself to Maisie

as a person to whom a great gift had come. The great

gift was just for handling complications. Maisie observed

how little she made of them when, after she had dropped
to Sir Claude some reference to a previous meeting, he

exclaimed with an air of consternation and yet with some-

thing of a laugh that he had denied to their companion
their having, since the day he came for her, seen each

other till that moment.

Mrs. Beale diffused surprise.
" Why did you do any-

thin;; so silly ?
"

" To protect your reputation."
" From Maisie?" Mrs. Beale was much amused. " My

reputation with Maisie is too good to suffer."

"But you believed me, you rascal, didn't you?" Sir

Claude asked of the child.

She looked at him
; she smiled. " Her reputation did

suffer. I discovered you had been here."
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He was not too chagrined to laugh. "The way, my
dear, you talk of that sort of thing !

"

" How should she talk," Mrs. Beale inquired,
" after all

this wretched time with her mother ?
"

"It was not mamma who told me," Maisie exclaimed.
" It was only Mrs. Wix." She was hesitating whether to

bring out before Sir Claude the source of Mrs. Wix's

information ; but Mrs. Beale, addressing the young man,
showed her the vanity of her scruples.
" Do you know that preposterous person came to see

me a day or two ago?—when I told her I had seen you
repeatedly."

Sir Claude, for once in a way, was disconcerted. "The
old cat ! She never told me. Then you thought I had

lied ?
"

he demanded of Maisie.

She was flurried by the term with which he had qualified

her gentle friend, but she felt the occasion to be one which

she must in every manner lend herself. "
Oh, I didn't

mind ! But Mrs. Wix did," she added with an intention

benevolent to her governess.
Her intention was not very effective as regards

Mrs. Beale. " Mrs. Wix is too idiotic !
"

that lady
declared.

"But to you, of all people," Sir Claude asked, "what
had she to say ?

"

"Why, that, like Mrs. Micawber—whom she must, I

think, rather resemble—she will never, never, never desert

Miss Farange."

"Oh, I'll make that all right!" Sir Claude cheerfully
returned.

" I'm sure I hope so, my dear man," said Mrs. Beale,

while Maisie wondered just how he would proceed. Before

she had time to ask Mrs. Beale continued : "That's not

all she came to do, if you please. But you'll never guess
the rest."

"Shall /guess it?" Maisie demanded.
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Mrs. Beale was again amused. "
Why, you're just the

person ! It must be quite the sort of thing you've heard at

your awful mother's. Have you never seen women there

crying to her to '

spare
'

the men they love?
"

Maisie, wondering, tried to remember ; but Sir Claude

was freshly diverted. "
Oh, they don't trouble about Ida !

Mrs. Wix cried to you to spare me?*'
" She regularly went down on her knees to me."

"The darling old dear !

"
the young man exclaimed.

These words were a joy to Maisie—they made up for his

previous description of Mrs. Wix. "And will you spare
him?" she asked of Mrs. Beale.

Her stepmother, seizing her and kissing her again,
seemed charmed with the tone of her question.

" Not an

inch of him ! I'll pick him to the bone !

"

"You mean that he'll really come often?" Maisie

pressed.

Mrs. Beale turned lovely eyes to Sir Claude. "That's

not for me to say
— it's for him."

He said nothing for the time, however ; with his hands

in his pockets and vaguely humming a tune—even Maisie

could see he was a little nervous—he only walked to the

window and looked out at the Regent's Park. "
Well, he

has promised," Maisie said. "But how will papa like

it?"

"His being in and out? Ah, that's a question that, to

be frank with you, my dear, hardly matters. In point of

fact, however, Beale greatly enjoys the idea that Sir

Claude too, poor man, has been forced to quarrel with

your mother."

Sir Claude turned round and spoke gravely and kindlv.
'* Don't be afraid, Maisie ; you won't lose sight of me."

" Thank you so much !

"
Maisie was radiant. " Bui what

I meant—don't you know?—was what papa would say
to me.**

"Oh, I've been having that out with him," said Mi>.
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Beale. " He'll behave well enough. You see the great

difficulty is that, though he changes every three days

about everything else in the world, he has never changed
about your mother. It's a caution, the way he hates her."

Sir Claude gave a short laugh.
"

It certainly can't beat

the way she still hates him! "

"Well," Mrs. Beale went on obligingly, "nothing can

take the place of that feeling with either of them, and the

best way they can think of to show it is for each to leave

you as long as possible on the hands of the other. There's

nothing, as you've seen for yourself, that makes either so

furious. It isn't, asking so little as you do, that you're much

of an expense or a trouble ; it's only that you make each

feel so well how nasty the other wants to be. Therefore

Beale goes on loathing your mother too much to have any

great fury left for any one else. Besides, you know, I've

squared him."
" Oh Lord !

"
Sir Claude cried with a louder laugh and

turning again to the window.

"/ know how !

" Maisie was prompt to proclaim.
"
By

letting him do what he wants on condition that he let's

you also do it."

" You're too delicious, my own pet !

"—she was involved

in another hug.
" How in the world have I got on so long

without you ? I've not been happy, love," said Mrs. Beale

with her cheek to the child's.

" Be happy now !

"—Maisie throbbed with shy tender-

ness.
"

I think I shall be. You'll save me."

"As I'm saving Sir Claude?" the little girl asked

eagerly.

Mrs. Beale, a trifle at a loss, appealed to her visitor.

"Is she really?"

He showed high amusement at Maisie's question.
" It's dear Mrs. Wix's idea. There may be something

in it."
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" He makes me his duty

—he makes me his life," M lisie

set forth to her stepmother.

"Why, that's what / want to do ! "—Mrs. Beale, so

anticipated, turned pink with astonishment.
11
Well, you can do it together. Then he'll have to

come !

"

Mrs. Beale by this time had her young friend fairly in

her lap and she smiled up at Sir Claude. " Shall we do

it together?"
His laughter had dropped, and for a moment he turned

his handsome, serious face not to his hostess, but to his

stepdaughter.
"
Well, it's rather more decent than some

things. Upon my soul, the way things are going, it seems

to me the only decency !" He had the air of arguing it

out to Maisie, of presenting it, through an impulse of

conscience, as a connection in which they could honour-

ably see her participate ; though his plea of mere

•'decency" might well have appeared to fall below her

rosy little vision. " If we're not good for you," he ex-

claimed,
"

I'll be hanged if I know who we shall be good
fori"

Mrs. Beale showed the child an intenser light.
"

I dare-

say you will save us—from one thing and another."

"Oh, I know what she'll save me from!" Sir Claude

roundly asserted. " There'll be rows, of course," he

went on.

Mrs. Beale quickly took him up.
"
Yes, but they'll be

nothing
—for you at least—to the rows your wife mak.

as it is. I can bear what / suffer— I can't bear what

you do."

"We're doing a good deal for you, you know, young
woman," Sir Claude went on to Maisie with the same

gravity.

His little charge coloured with a sense o( obligation and

the eagerness of her desire it should be remarked how
little was lost on her. "

Oh, 1 know !

"
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"Then you must keep us all right!" This time he

laughed.
" How you talk to her !

"
cried Mrs. Beale.

" No worse than you !

" he gaily rejoined.
" Handsome is that handsome does !

" she exclaimed in

the same spirit. "You can take off your things," she

went on, releasing Maisie.

The child, on her feet, was all emotion. " Then I'm

just to stop
—this way ?

"

" It will do as well as any other. Sir Claude, to-morrow,

will have your things brought."
"I'll bring them myself. Upon my word I'll see them

packed!" Sir Claude promised. "Come here and un-

button."

He had beckoned his young companion to where he sat,

and he helped to disengage her from her coverings while

Mrs. Beale, from a little distance, smiled at the hand he

displayed.
" There's a stepfather for you ! I'm bound to

say, you know, that he makes up for the want of other

people."
" He makes up for the want of a nurse !

"
Sir Claude

laughed.
" Don't you remember I told you so the very

first time ?
"

"Remember? It was exactly what made me think so

well of you !

"

"Nothing would induce me," the young man said to

Maisie, "to tell you what made me think so well of her."

Having divested the child he kissed her gently and gave
her a little pat to make her stand off. The pat was accom-

panied with a vague sigh in which his gravity of a moment

before came back. " All the same, if you hadn't had the

fatal gift of beauty
"

"Well, what ?
"
Maisie asked, wondering why he paused.

It was the first time she had heard of her beauty.
" Why, we shouldn't all be thinking so well of each

other !
"
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<< He isn't speaking of personal loveliness— you're

not lovely in person, my dear, at all," Mrs. Beale ex-

plained.
" He's just talking of plain, dull charm of

character."
" Her character's the most extraordinary thing in all the

world," Sir Claude communicated to Mrs. Beale.
"
Oh, I know all about that sort of thing !

"—she fairly

bridled with the knowledge.
It gave Maisie somehow a sudden sense of responsibility

from which she sought refuge.
"
Well, you've got it too,

' that sort of thing
'—

you've got the fatal gift ; you both

really have !

"
she broke out.

"Beauty of character? My dear boy, we haven't a

pennyworth !

"
Sir Claude protected.

"Speak for yourself, sir!" leaped lightly from Mrs.

Beale. " I'm good and I'm clever. What more do you
want? For you, I'll spare your blushes and not be

personal
— I'll simply say that you're as handsome as you

can stick together."
" You're both very lovely ; you can't get out of it !

"—
Maisie felt the need of carrying her point. "And it's

beautiful to see you together."

Sir Claude had taken his hat and stick
; he stood looking

at her a moment. " You're a comfort in trouble ! But I

must go home and pack you."
'And when will you come back?—to-morrow, to-

morrow ?
"

" You see what we're in for !

"
he said to Mrs. Beale.

"
Well, I can bear it," she replied,

"
if you can."

Their companion gazed from one of them to the other,

thinking that though she had been happy indeed between

Sir Claude and Mrs. Wix she should evidently be happier
still between Sir Claude and Mrs. Beale. But it was like

being perched on a prancing horse, and she made a move-

ment to hold on to something.
"
Then, you know, sha'n't

I bid good-bye to Mrs. Wix ?
"
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"
Oh, I'll make it all right with her," said Sir Claude.

Maisie considered.
" And with mamma? "

"
Ah, mamma !

" he sadly laughed.

Even for the child this was scarcely ambiguous; but

Mrs. Beale endeavoured to contribute to its clearness.

"Your mother will crow, she'll crow "

"Like the early bird!" said Sir Claude as she looked

about for a comparison.
" She'll need no consolation," Mrs. Beale went on,

" for

having made your father grandly blaspheme."

Maisie stared. "Will he grandly blaspheme?" It

sounded picturesque, almost scriptural, and her question

produced a fresh play of caresses, in which Sir Claude also

engaged. She wondered meanwhile who, if Mrs. Wix was

disposed of, would represent in her life the element of geo-

graphy and anecdote ;
and she presently surmounted the

delicacy she felt about asking.
" Won't there be any one

to give me lessons ?
"

Mrs. Beale was prepared with a reply that struck her as

absolutely magnificent.
" You shall have such lessons

as you've never had in all your life. You shall go to

courses."
" Courses ?

" Maisie had never heard of such things.

"At institutions—on subjects."

Maisie continued to stare.
"
Subjects ?

"

Mrs. Beale was really splendid.
" All the most impor-

tant ones. French literature—and sacred history. You'll

take part in classes—with awfully smart children."

" I'm going to look thoroughly into the whole thing, you

know." And Sir Claude, with characteristic kindness,

gave her a nod of assurance accompanied by a friendly

wink.

But Mrs. Beale went much further. " My dear child,

you shall attend lectures."

The horizon was suddenly vast and Maisie felt herself

the smaller for it.
" All alone ?

"
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" Oh no ;
I'll attend them with you," said Sir Claude.

u
They'll teach me a lot I don't know."
" So they will me," Mrs. Beale gra\ ely admitted. " We'll

go with her together
— it will be charming*. It's ages, ".she

confessed to Maisie, "since I've had anytime for stud).

That's another sweet way in which you'll be a motive to

us. Oh, won't the good she'll do us be immense ?
"

she

broke out uncontrollably to Sir Claude.

lie weighed it; then he replied :

" That's certainly our

idea." Of this idea Maisie naturally had less of a grasp,

but it inspired her with almost equal enthusiasm. If in so

bright a prospect there would be nothing to long for it

followed that she wouldn't long for Mrs. Wix ; but her

consciousness of her assent to the absence of that fond

figure caused a pair of words that had often sounded in

her ears to ring in them again. It showed her in short

what her father had always meant by calling her mother a

"low sneak" and her mother by calling her father one.

She wondered if she herself shouldn't be a low sneak in

learning to be so happy without Mrs. Wix. What would

Mrs. Wix do ? where would Mrs. Wix go ? Before Maisie

knew it. and at the door, as Sir Claude was off, these

anxieties, on her lips, grew articulate and her stepfather

had stopped long enough to answer them. "Oh, I'll

square her !

"
he cried ; and with this he departed.

Pace to face with Mrs. Beale Maisie, giving a sigh of

relief, looked round at what seemed to her the dawn of a

higher order.
" Then ne will be squared !

"
she

:efully said. On which her stepmother affectionately

bent over her again.
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It was Susan Ash who came to her with the news :

" He's downstairs, miss, and he do look beautiful."

In the schoolroom at her father's, which had pretty blue

curtains, she had been making out at the piano a lovely-

little thing, as Mrs. Beale called it, a "Moonlight Berceuse"

sent her through the post by Sir Claude, who considered

that her musical education had been deplorably neglected
and who, the last months at her mother's, had been on the

point of making arrangements for regular lessons. She

knew from him familiarly that the real thing, as he said,

was shockingly dear and that anything else was a waste of

money, and she therefore rejoiced the more at the sacrifice

represented by this composition, of which the price, five

shillings, was marked on the cover and which was

evidently the real thing. She was already on her feet.

" Mrs. Beale has sent up for me? "

" Oh no—it's not that," said Susan Ash. " Mrs. Beale

has been out this hour."

"Then papa!"
" Dear no—not papa. You'll do, miss, all but them

wandering 'airs," Susan went on. " Your papa never came

'ome at all," she added.
" From where? " Maisie responded a little absently and

very excitedly. She gave a wild manual brush of her locks.

"
Oh, that, miss, I should be very sorry to tell you ! I'd

rather tuck away that white thing behind—though I'm

blessed if it's my work."



WHAT MAISIE KNEW M

"Do then, please. I know where papa was," Maisie

impatiently continued.
11 Well, in your place I wouldn't tell."

*' He was at the club—the Chrysanthemum. So !

"

"All nightlong? Why, the flowers shut up at night,

you know !

"
cried Susan Ash.

" Well, I don't care
"—the child was at the door. " Sir

Claude asked for me alone?"

"The same as if you was a duchess."

Maisie was aware on her way downstairs that she was

now quite as happy as one, and also, a moment later, as

she hung round his neck, that even such a persona]

would scarce commit herself more grandly. There was

moreover a hint of the duchess in the infinite point with

which, as she felt, she exclaimed :
" And this is what you

call coming" often ?
"

Sir Claude met her, delightfully, in the same fine spirit.
" My dear old man, don't make me a scene— I assure you
it's what every woman does that I look at. Let us hav<.

some fun— it's a lovely day : clap on something smart and

come out with me
,*
then we'll talk it over quietly." They

were on their way five minutes later to Hyde Park, and

nothing that even in the good days at her mother's they

had ever talked over had more of the sweetness of tran-

quillity than his present prompt explanations. He was at

his best in such an office and with the exception o( Mrs.

Wix the only person she had met in her life who ever

explained. With him, however, the act had an authority

transcending the wisdom of woman. It all came back, all

the plans that always failed, all the rewards and bribes that

she was perpetually paying for in advance and perpetually

out of pocket by afterwards—the whole great stress to be

dealt with introduced her on each occasion afresh to the

question of money. Even she herself almost knew how it

would have expressed the strength of his empire to say
that to shuffle away her sense of being duped he had only,

H
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from under his lovely moustache, to breathe upon it. It

was somehow in the nature of plans to be expensive and in

the nature of the expensive to be impossible. To be
" involved

" was of the essence of everybody's affairs, and

also at every particular moment to be more involved than

usual. This had been the case with Sir Claude's, with

papa's, with mamma's, with Mrs. Beale's and with Maisie's

own at the particular moment, a moment of several weeks,

that had elapsed since our young lady had been re-estab-

lished at her father's. There wasn't "
two-and-tuppence

"

for anything or for any one, and that was why there had

been no sequel to the classes in French literature with all

the smart little girls. It was devilish awkward, didn't

she see ? to try, without even the modest sum mentioned,

to mix her up with a remote array that glittered before her

after this as the children of the rich. She was to feel

henceforth as if she were flattening her nose upon the hard

window-pane of the sweet-shop of knowledge. If the

classes, however, that were select, and accordingly the

only ones, were impossibly dear, the lectures at the insti-

tutions—at least at some of them—were directly addressed

to the intelligent poor, and it therefore had to be easier

still to produce on the spot the reason why she had been

taken to none. This reason, Sir Claude said, was that she

happened to be just going to be, though they had nothing
to do with that in now directing their steps to the banks of

the Serpentine. Maisie's own park, in the north, had been

nearer at hand, but they rolled westward in a hansom

because at the end of the sweet June days that was the

direction taken by every one that any one looked at. They
cultivated for an hour, on the Row and by the Drive, this

opportunity for each observer to amuse and for one of

them indeed, not a little hilariously, to mystify the other,

and before the hour was over Maisie had elicited, in reply

to her sharpest challenge, a further account of her friend's

long absence.
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"Why I've broken my word to you so dreadfully-

promising so solemnly and then never coming? Well, my
dear, that's a question that, not seeing me day after day,

•i must very often have put to Mrs. Beale."
" Oh yes," the child replied ;

"
again and again."

" And what has she told you?"
" That you're as bad as you're beautiful."

"Is that what she says
• Those very word-

Mi, the dear old soul !

'

Sir Claude was much

rted, and his loud, clear laugh was all his explana-

tion. Thost v re just the words Maisie had last heard

him use about Mrs. Wix. She clung to his hand,

which was encased in a pearl-grey glove ornamented

with the thick black lines that, at her mother's, always
used to strike her as connected with the way the be-

Stitched fists of the long ladies carried, with the elbows

well out, their umbrellas upside down. The mere sense

o\ it in her own covered the ground of loss just as

much as the ground of gain. His presence was like

an object brought so close to her face that she couldn't

see round its edges. He himself, however, remained

showman of the spectacle even after they had passed
out of the Park and begun, under the charm of the

spot and the season, to stroll in Kensington Gardens.

What they had left behind them was, as he said, only
a pretty bad circus, and, through engaging gates and

over a bridge, they had come in a quarter of an hour,

as he also remarked, a hundred miles from London. \

great green glade was before them, and high old tn

and under the shade of these, in the fresh turf, the crooked

course of a rural footpath.
"

It's the Forest oi' Arden,"
Sir Claude had just delightfully observed, "and I'm the

banished duke, and you're what was the young woman
called?—the artless country wench. And there." he went

on, "is the other girl
—what's her name, Rosalind?—and
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(don't you know ?) the fellow who was making" up to her.

Upon my word he is making up to her !

"

His allusion was to a couple who, side by side, at the

end of the glade, were moving in the same direction as

themselves. These distant figures, in their slow stroll

(which kept them so close together that their heads,

drooping a little forward, almost touched), presented the

back of a lady who looked tall, who was evidently a very

fine woman, and that of a gentleman whose left hand

appeared to be passed well into her arm, while his right,

behind him, made jerky motions with the stick that it

grasped. Maisie's fancy responded for an instant to her

friend's idea that the sight was idyllic ; then, stopping

short, she brought out with all her clearness: "Why,
mercy—if it isn't mamma !

"

Sir Claude paused with a stare. "Mamma? Why,
mamma's at Brussels."

Maisie, with her eyes on the lady, wondered. "At
Brussels?

"

" She's gone to play a match."
" At billiards ? You didn't tell me."

"Of course I didn't !
"
Sir Claude ejaculated.

" There's

plenty I don't tell you. She went on Wednesday."
The couple had added to their distance, but Maisie's

eyes more than kept pace with them. " Then she has

come back."

Sir Claude watched the lady.
"

It's much more likely

she never went !

"

"
It's mamma !

"
the child said with decision.

They had stood still, but Sir Claude had made the most

of his opportunity, and it happened that just at this

moment, at the end of the vista, the others halted and,

still showing only their backs, seemed to stay talking.
"
Right you are, my duck !

" he exclaimed at last.
"

It's

my own sweet wife !

"

He had spoken with a laugh, but he had changed colour,
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and Maisie quickly looked away from him. "Then who
is it with her ?

"

"
Blesl if I know !

"
said Sir Claude.

" Is it Mr. Perriam ?
"

" Oh dear no —Perriam's smashed."

"Smashed?"

"Exposed, in the City. But there are quantities of

others !

"
Sir Claude smiled.

M.iisie appeared to count them ; she studied the gentle-

man's back. " Then is this Lord Eric ?
"

For a moment her companion made no answer, and

when she turned her eyes again to him he was looking at

her, she thought, rather queerly.
" What do you know

about Lord Eric ?
"

She tried innocently to be odd in return. " Oh, I know
more than you think ! Is it Lord Eric?" she repeated.

"It may be. Blest if I care !"

Their friends had slightly separated and now, as Sir

Claude spoke, suddenly faced round, showing all the

splendour of her ladyship and all the mystery of her

comrade. Maisie held her breath. "
They're coming !

"

"Let them come." And Sir Claude, pulling out hi>

cigarettes, began to strike a light.
" We shall meet them !

"

" No ; they'll meet us."

Maisie stood her ground.
u
They see us. Just look."

Sir Claude threw away his match. " Come straight
on." The others, in the return, evidently startled, had

half paused again, keeping well apart.
" She's horribly

surprised and she wants to slope," he continued. " But

it's too late."

Maisie advanced beside him, making out even acr,

the interval that her ladyship was ill at ease. "Then
what will she do ?

"

Sir Claude puffed his cigarette. "She's quickly

thinking." He appeared to enjoy it.



n8 WHAT MAISIE KNEW *

Ida had faltered but an instant
;
her companion clearly

gave her moral support. Maisie thought he somehow
looked brave, and he had no likeness whatever to

Mr. Perriam. His face, thin and rather sharp, was

smooth, and it was not till they came nearer that she saw
he had a remarkably fair little moustache. She could

already see that his eyes were of the lightest blue. He
was far nicer than Mr. Perriam. Mamma looked terrible

from afar, but even under her guns the child's curiosity

flickered and she appealed again to Sir Claude. " Is it—
is it Lord Eric ?

"

Sir Claude smoked composedly enough.
"

I think it's

the Count."

This was a happy solution—it fitted her idea of a count.

But what idea, as she now came grandly on, did mamma
fit?—unless that of an actress, in some tremendous situa-

tion, sweeping down to the footlights as if she would jump
them. Maisie felt really frightened and before she knew

it had passed her hand into Sir Claude's arm. Her pressure
caused him to stop, and at the sight of this the other

couple came equally to a stand and, beyond the diminished

space, remained a moment more in talk. This, however,

was the matter of an instant ; leaving the Count apparently

to come round more circuitously
—an outflanking move-

ment, if Maisie had but known—her ladyship resumed

the onset. "What will she do now?" her daughter
asked.

Sir Claude was at present in a position to say : "Try to

pretend it's me."

"You?"
"Why, that I'm up to something."
In another minute poor Ida had justified this prediction,

erect there before them like a figure of justice in full dress.

There were parts of her face that grew whiter while Maisie

looked, and other parts in which this change seemed to

make other colours reign with more intensity.
" What
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are you doing with my daughter ?
"
she demanded of her

husband
; in spite of the indignant tone of which Maisia

had a greater sense than ever in her life before of not

being personally noticed. It seemed to her that Sir Claude

also grew pale as an effect of the loud defiance with which

Ida twice repeated this question. He put her, instead of

answering it, an inquiry of his own :

" Who the devil have

you got hold of now.-1
" and at this her ladyship turned

tremendously to the child, glaring at her as it she were an

equal plotter of sin. Maisie received in petrifaction the

full force of her mother's huge painted eyes—they were

like Japanese lanterns swung under festive arches. But

lite came back to her from a tone suddenly and strangely

softened. " Go straight to that gentleman, my dear ; I

have asked him to take you a few minutes. He's charming
—

go. I've something to say to flu's creature."

Maisie felt Sir Claude immediately clutch her. "No,
no—thank you ; that won't do. She's mine."

"Yours?" It was confounding to Maisie to hear her

speak quite as if she had never heard of Sir Claude

before.

" Mine. You've given her up. You've not another

word to say about her. I have her from her father," said

Sir Claude—a statement that astonished his companion,
who could also measure its lively action on her mother.

There was visibly, however, an intluence that made Ida

consider ; she glanced at the gentleman she had left, who,

having strolled with his hands in his pockets to some

distance, stood there with unembarrassed vagueness.
With her great hard eyes on him for a moment she smiled ;

1 hen she looked again at Sir Claude. " I've given her up to

her father to keep not to get rid of by sending about the

town either with you or any one else. If she's not to

mind me, let him come and tell me so. I decline to take

it from another person, and you're a fool to pretend that

with your hypocritical meddling you've a leg to stand on.
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I know your game, and I've something now to say to you
about it."

Sir Claude gave a squeeze of the child's arm. " Didn't
I tell you she would have, Miss Farange ?

"

"You're uncommonly afraid to hear it," Ida went on ;

" but if you think she'll protect you from it you're mightily
mistaken." She gave him a moment. "

I'll give her the

benefit as soon as look at you. Should you like her to

know, my dear ?
"

Maisie had a sense of her launching
this inquiry at him with effect

; yet our young lady was
also conscious of hoping that Sir Claude would reply in the

affirmative. We have already learned that she had come
to like people's liking her to "know." Before he could

reply at all, none the less, her mother opened a pair of

arms of extraordinary elegance, and then she felt the

loosening of his grasp.
" My own child," Ida murmured

in a voice—a voice of sudden confused tenderness—that it

seemed to her she heard for the first time. She wavered
but an instant, thrilled with the first direct appeal, as

distinguished from the mere maternal pull, she had ever

had from lips that, even in the old vociferous years, had

always been sharp. The next moment she was on her

mother's breast, where, amid a wilderness of trinkets, she

felt as if she had suddenly been thrust into a jeweller's

shop-front, but only to be as suddenly ejected with a push
and the brisk injunction :

" Now go to the Captain !

"

Maisie glanced at the gentleman submissively, but felt

the want of more introduction. " The Captain ?
"

Sir Claude broke into a laugh.
"

I told her he was the

Count."

Ida stared ; she rose so superior that she was colossal.

"You're too utterly loathsome," she then declared. "Be
off !

"
she repeated to her daughter.

Maisie started, moved backward and, looking at Sir

Claude, "Only for a moment," pleaded to him in her

bewilderment.
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But he was too angry to heed her—too angry with his

wife ;
as she turned away she heard his anger break out.

" You damned old b !

"—she couldn't quite hear all.

It was enough, it was too much : she fled before it,

rushing even to a stranger in the terror of such a change
of tone.
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As she met the Captain's light blue eyes the greatest

marvel occurred ;
she felt a sudden relief at finding them

reply with anxiety to the horror in her face.
" What in

the world has he done ?
" He put it all on Sir Claude.

" He has called her a damned old brute." She couldn't

help bringing that out.

The Captain, at the same elevation as her ladyship,

gaped wide ;
then of course, like every one else, he

was convulsed. But he instantly caught himself up,

echoing her bad words. "A damned old brute—your

mother ?
"

Maisie had already her second movement. "
I think she

tried to make him angry."
The Captain's stupefaction was fine. "Angry—she?

Why, she's an angel !

"

On the spot, as he said this, his face won her over ; it

was so bright and kind, and his blue eyes had such a

reflection of some mysterious grace that, for him at least,

her mother had put forth. Her fund of observation enabled

her as she gazed up at him to place him : he was a candid,

simple soldier ; very brave—she came back to that—but at

the same time very soft. At any rate he struck a note that

was new to her and that after a moment made her say :

" Do you like her very much ?
"

He smiled down at her, hesitating, looking pleasanter

and pleasanter.
" Let me tell you about your mother."

He put out a big military hand which she immediately
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took, and they turned off together to where a couple of

chairs had been placed under one of the trees. " She told

me to come to you," Maisie explained as they went
;
and

presently she was close to him in one of the chairs, with

the prettiest of pictures
—the sheen of the lake through

other trees—before them, and the sound of birds, the plash
of boats, the play of children in the air. The Captain,

inclining his military person, sat sideways to be closer and

kinder, and as her hand was on the arm of her seat he put
his own down on it again to emphasise something he had
to say that would be good for her to hear. He had already
told her how her mother, from the moment of seeing
her so unexpectedly with a person who was—well, not at

all the right person, had promptly asked him to take charge
of her while she herself tackled, as she said, the real cul-

prit. He gave the child the sense of doing for the time

what he liked with her
; ten minutes before she had never

seen him, but she could now sit there touching him, im-

pressed by him and thinking it nice when a gentleman
was thin and brown—brown with a kind of clear depth that

made his straw-coloured moustache almost white and his

eyes resemble little pale flowers. The most extraordinary

thing was the way she didn't appear just then to mind
Sir Claude's being "tackled." The Captain wasn't a bit

like him, for ii was an odd part ol the pleasantness of

mamma's friend that it resided in a manner in this friend's

being ugly. An odder part still was that it finally made
our young lady, to classify him further, say to herself that,

of all people in the world, he reminded her most insidiously

of Mrs. Wix. He had neither straighteners nor a diadem,

nor, at least in the same place as the other, a button ; he

was sun-burnt and deep-voiced and smelt of cigars, vet he

marvellously had more in common with her old governess
than with her young stepfather. What he had to sav 10

her that was good for her to hear was that her poor
mother (didn't she know?) was the best friend he had ever
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had in his life. And he added :
" She has told me ever so

much about you. I'm awfully glad to know you."
She had never, she thought, been so addressed as a

young lady, not even by Sir Claude the day, so long ago,
that she found him with Mrs. Beale. It struck her as the

way that at balls, by delightful partners, young ladies must
be spoken to in the intervals of dances

; and she tried to

think of something that would meet it at the same high
point. But this effort flurried her, and all she could

produce was: "At first, you know, I thought you were
Lord Eric."

The Captain looked vague.
" Lord Eric ?

"

" And then Sir Claude thought you were the Count."
At this he laughed out. " Why he's only five foot high

and as red as a lobster !

"
Maisie laughed in return—the

young lady at the ball certainly would—and was on the

point, as conscientiously, of pursuing the subject with an

agreeable question. But before she could speak her com-
panion challenged her. "Who in the world is Lord
Eric ?

"

" Don't you know him ?" She judged her young lady
would say that with light surprise.
" Do you mean a fat man with his mouth always open ?

"

She had to confess that their acquaintance was so limited

that she could only describe the bearer of the name as a
friend of mamma's

; but a light suddenly came to the

Captain, who quickly declared that he knew her man.
"
What-do-you-call-him's brother, the fellow that owned

Bobolink ?
"

Then, with all his kindness, he contradicted
her flat.

" Oh dear no ; your mother never knew him."
"But Mrs. Wix said so," the child risked.

"Mrs. Wix?"
" My old governess."
This again seemed amusing to the Captain.

" She
mixed him up, your old governess. He's an awful beast.

Your mother never looked at him."
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He was as positive as he was friendly, but he dropped
for a minute after this into a silence that gave Maisie, con-

fused but ingenious, a chance to redeem the mistake

of pretending to know too much by the humility of in-

viting further correction. "And doesn't she know the

Count?"

"Oh, I daresay! But he's another ass." After which

abruptly, with a different look, he put down again on the

back of her own the hand he had momentarily removed.

:isie even thought he coloured a little.
"

I want tremen-

dously to speak to you. You must never believe any harm

of your mother."

"Oh, I assure you I doritf" cried the child, blushing,

herself, up to her eyes in a sudden surge of deprecation of

such a thought.
The Captain, bending his head, raised her hand to his

lips with a benevolence that made her wish her glove had

been nicer.
" Of course you don't when you know how

fond she is ofyou."
" She's fond of me?" Maisie panted.

"Tremendously. But she thinks you don't like her.

You must like her. She has had too much to bear."

"Oh yes
— I know!" She rejoiced that she had never

denied it.

"Of course I've no ri^ht to speak o{' her except as a

particular friend," the Captain went on. " But she's a

splendid woman. She has never had any sort of justice."
" Hasn't she?"—his companion, to hear the words, felt

a thrill altogether new.
"
Perhaps I oughtn't to say it to you ;

but she has had

everything to suffer."

"Oh yes
—you can say it to me!" Maisie hastened to

profess.

The Captain rejoiced. "Well, you needn't tell. It's

all foryou—do you see ?
"

Serious and smiling, she only wanted to take it from
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him. " It's between you and me ! Oh, there are lots of

things I've never told !

"

"Well, keep this with the rest. I assure you she has

had the most infernal time, no matter what any one says

to the contrary. She's the cleverest woman I ever saw in

all my life. She's too charming." She had been touched

already by his tone, and now she leaned back in her chair

and felt something tremble within her. " She's tremendous

fun—she can do all sorts of things better than I've ever

seen any one. She has the pluck of fifty
—and I know ;

I assure you I do. She has the nerve for a tiger-shoot
—

by Jove I'd take her ! And she's awfully open and gene-

rous, don't you know? there are women that are such

horrid sneaks. She'll go through anything for any one

she likes." He appeared to watch for a moment the effect

on his companion of this emphasis ;
then he gave a small

sigh that mourned the limits of the speakable. But it was

almost with the note of a fresh challenge that he wound

up :
" Look here, she's true!"

Maisie had so little desire to assert the contrary that

she found herself, in the intensity of her response, throb-

bing with a joy still less utterable than the essence of the

Captain's admiration. She was fairly hushed with the

sense that he spoke of her mother as she had never

heard any one speak. It came over her as she sat silent

that, after all, this admiration and this respect were quite

new words, which took a distinction from the fact that

nothing in the least resembling them in quality had on

any occasion dropped from the lips of her father, of

Mrs. Beale, of Sir Claude, or even of Mrs. Wix. What

it appeared to her to come to was that, on the subject of

her ladyship, it was the first real kindness she had heard,

so that, at the touch of it, something strange and deep

and pitying surged up within her—a revelation that,

practically and so far as she knew, her mother, apart

from this, had only been disliked. Mrs. Wix's original
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account of Sir Claude's affection seemed as empty now
as the chorus in a children's game, and the husband

and wife, but a little way off at that moment, were

face to face in hatred and with the dreadful name he

had called her still in the air. What was it the Captain,
on the other hand, had called her? Maisie wanted to

hear that again. The tears filled her eyes and rolled

down her cheeks, which burned, under them, with the

rush of a consciousness that for her too, five minutes

before, the vivid, towering beauty whose assault she

awaited had been for the moment an object of pure
dread. She became on the spot indifferent to her usual

fear of showing what in children was notoriously most
offensive—presented to her companion, soundlessly but

hideously, her wet, distorted face. She cried, with a

pang, straight at him, cried as she had never cried at

any one in all her life. "Oh, do you love her?" she

brought out with a gulp that was the effect of her trying
not to make a noise.

It was, doubtless, another consequence of the thick mist

through which she saw him that in reply to her question
the Captain gave her such a queer blurred look. He
stammered ; yet in his voice there was also the ring of a

great awkward insistence. "Of course I'm tremendously

fond of her— I like her better than any woman I ever saw.

I don't mind in the least telling you that," he went on,
"and I should think myself a great beast if I did." Then
to show that his position was superlatively clear he made
her, with a kindness that even Sir Claude had never

surpassed, tremble again as she had trembled at his first

outbreak. He called her by her name, and her name drove

it home. " My dear Maisie, your mother's an angel !

"

It was an almost incredible balm—it soothed so her

impression of danger and pain. She sank back in her

chair; she covered her face with her hands. "Oh,
mother, mother, mother!" she sobbed. She had an im-
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pression that the Captain, beside her, if more and more

friendly, was by no means unembarrassed
; in a minute,

however, when her eyes were clearer, he was erect in front

of her, very red and nervously looking about him and

whacking his leg with his stick. "
Say you love her, Mr.

Captain ; say it, say it !

" she implored.
Mr. Captain's blue eyes fixed themselves very hard.

" Of course I love her, damn it, you know !

"

At this she also jumped up ; she had fished out somehow
her pockethandkerchief.

" So do /then. I do, I do, I do !
"

she passionately asseverated.
" Then will you come back to her ?

"

Maisie, staring, stopped the tight little plug of her hand-

kerchief on the way to her eyes.
" She won't have me."

"
Yes, she will. She wants you."

" Back at the house—with Sir Claude?"

Again he hung fire. "No, not with him. In another

place."

They stood looking at each other with an intensity

unusual as between a Captain and a little girl. "She
won't have me in any place."

' '

Oh, yes she will, if / ask her !
"

Maisie's intensity continued. " Shall you be there ?
"

The Captain's, on the whole, did the same. " Oh yes—
some day."

" Then you don't mean now? "

He broke into a quick smile. " Will you come now?—
go with us for an hour ?

"

Maisie considered. " She wouldn't have me even now."

She could see that he had his idea, but that her tone

impressed him. That disappointed her a little, though in

an instant he rang out again.
" She will if I ask her," he repeated.

"
I'll ask her this

minute."

Maisie, turning at this, looked away to where her mother

and her stepfather had stopped. At first, among the trees,
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nobody was visible ; but the next moment she exclaimed

with expression :
"

It's over—here he comes !

"

The Captain watched the approach of her ladyship's

husband, who lounged composedly over the grass, making
to Maisie with his closed fingers a little movement in the

air. " I've no desire to avoid him."

"Well, you mustn't see him," said Maisie.

u Oh, he's in no hurry himself !

"
Sir Claude had stopped

to light another cigarette.

She was vague as to the way it was proper he should

feel ;
but she had a sense that the Captain's remark was

rather a free reflection on it.
"
Oh, he doesn't care !

"
she

replied.
" Doesn't care for what ?

"

u Doesn't care who you are. He told me so. Go and

ask mamma," she added.

"If you can come with us? Very good. You really

want me not to wait for him ?
"

"Please don't." But Sir Claude was not yet near, and

the Captain had with his left hand taken hold of her right,

which he familiarly, sociably swung a little.
"
Only first,"

she continued,
"

tell me this. Are you going to live with

mamma ?
"

The immemorial note of mirth broke out at her serious-

ness. u One of these days."

She wondered, wholly unperturbed by his laughter.
11 Then where will Sir Claude be? "

11 He'll have left her of course."
" Does he really intend to do that?"
'* You have every opportunity to ask him."

Maisie shook her head with decision. " He won't do it.

Not first."

Her " first
" made the Captain laugh out again.

" Oh,

he'll be sure to be nasty ! But I've said too much to you."
11 Well, you know, I'll never tell," said Maisie.

"No, it's all for yourself. Good-bye."
I
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"
Good-bye." Maisie kept his hand long enough to

add: "I like you too." And then supremely : "You do

love her?"
" My dear child !

" The Captain wanted words.
" Then don't do it only for just a little."

"A little?"
" Like all the others."
" All the others ?

"—he stood staring.

She pulled away her hand. "Do it always!" She

bounded to meet Sir Claude, and as she left the Captain
she heard him ring out with apparent gaiety :

"Oh, I'll keep it up!"
As she joined Sir Claude she perceived her mother, in

the distance, move slowly off ; and, glancing again at the

Captain, saw him, swinging his stick, retreat in the same

direction.

She had never seen Sir Claude look as he looked just

then
;
flushed yet not excited—settled rather in an immov-

able disgust and at once very sick and very hard. His

conversation with her mother had clearly drawn blood, and

the child's old horror came back to her, begetting the

instant moral contraction of the days when her parents had

looked to her to feed their love of battle. Her greatest

fear for the moment, however, was that her friend would

see she had been crying. The next she became aware that

he glanced at her, and it presently occurred to her that

he didn't even wish to be looked at. At this she quickly

removed her gaze, while he said rather curtly :
"
Well,

who in the world is the fellow ?
"

She felt herself flooded with prudence. "Oh, /haven't

found out !

" This sounded as if she meant he ought to

have done so himself ; but she could only face doggedly
the ugliness of seeming disagreeable, as she used to face it

in the hours when her father, for her blankness, called her

a dirty little donkey, and her mother, for her falsity,

pushed her out of the room.
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"Then what have you been doing all this time?"

"Oh, I don't know!" It was of the essence of her

method not to be silly by halves.

"Then didn't the beast say anything?" They had got
down by the lake and were walking fast.

"Well, not very much."
" He didn't speak of your mother? "

" Oh yes, a little !

"

"Then, what I ask you, please, is how?" She was

silent a minute—so long that he presently went on : "I

say, you know—don't you hear me? "

At this she produced : "Well, I'm afraid I didn't attend

to him very much."

Sir Claude, smoking rather hard, made no immediate

rejoinder ; but finally he exclaimed : "Then, my dear, you
were the perfection of an idiot !

" He was so irritated—or

she took him to be—that for the rest of the time they were

in the Gardens he spoke no other word ;
and she meanwhile

subtly abstained from any attempt to pacify him. That

would only lead to more questions. At the gate of the

Gardens he hailed a four-wheeled cab and, in silence, with-

out meeting her eyes, put her into it, only saying "Give
him that

"
as he tossed half a crown upon the seat. Even

when from outside he had closed the door and told the

man where to ^o he never took her departing look.

Nothing of this kind had ever yet happened to them, but it

had no power to make her love him less, and she could not

only bear it, she felt as she drove away that she could

rejoice in it. It brought again the sweet sense of success

that, ages before, she had had on an occasion when, on

the stairs, returning from her father's, she had met a fierce

question of her mother's with an imbecility as deep and

had in consequence been dashed by Mrs. Farange almost

to the bottom.
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If for reasons of her own she could bear the sense of Sir

Claude's displeasure her young endurance might have been

put to a serious test. The days went by without his

knocking at her father's door, and the time would have

turned to dreariness if something had not conspicuously

happened to give it a new difference. What took place was
a marked change in the attitude of Mrs. Beale—a change
that somehow, even in his absence, seemed to bring Sir

Claude again into the house. It began practically with a

conversation that occurred between them the day Maisie

came home alone in the cab. Mrs. Beale had by that time

returned, and she was more successful than their friend in

extracting from our young lady an account of the extra-

ordinary passage with the Captain. She came back to it

repeatedly, and on the very next day it grew distinct to

Maisie that she was already in full possession of what at

the same moment had been enacted between her ladyship
and Sir Claude. This was the real origin of her final

perception that though he didn't come to the house her

stepmother had some rare secret for not being deprived of

him. That produced eventually a strange, a deeper com-

munion with Mrs. Beale, the first sign of which had been—
not on Maisie's part

—a wonderful outbreak of tears. Mrs.

Beale was not, as she herself said, a crying creature : she

had not cried, to Maisie's knowledge, since the lowly

governess days, the grey dawn of their connection. But

she wept now with passion, professing loudly that it did
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her good and saying remarkable things to the child, for

whom the occasion was an equal benefit, an addition to all

the fine reasons stored up for not making anything worse.

It hadn't somehow made anything worse, Maisie felt, for

her to have told Mrs. Beale what she had not told Sir

Claude, inasmuch as the greatest strain, to her sense, was

between Sir Claude and Sir Claude's wife, and his wife w ras

just what Mrs. Beale was unfortunately not. He sent his

stepdaughter three days after the incident in Kensington
Gardens a message as frank as it was tender, and that

was how Mrs. Beale had had to bring out in a manner that

seemed half an appeal, half a defiance :

"
Well, yes, hang

it— I do see him !

"

How and when and where, however, were just what

Maisie was not to know—an exclusion moreover that she

never questioned in the light of a participation large

enough to make him, in hours of solitude with Mrs. Beale,

present like a picture on the wall. As far as her father

was concerned such hours had no interruption ; and then

it was clear between them that they were each thinking of

the absent and each thinking that the other thought, so

that he was an object of conscious reference in everything

they said or did. The wretched truth, Mrs. Beale had to

confess, was that she had hoped against hope and that in

the Regent's Park it was impossible Sir Claude should

really be in and out. Hadn't they at last to look the fact

in the face?— it was too disgustingly evident that no one

alter all had been squared. Well, if no one had been

squared it was because every one had been vile. No one

and every one were of course Beale and Ida, the extent of

whose power to be nasty was a thing that, to a little girl,

Mis. Beale simply couldn't communicate. Therefore it was

that to keep going at all, as she said, that lady had to

make, as she also said, another arrangement—the arrange-
ment in which Maisie was included only to the point of

knowing that it existed and wondering wistfully what it
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was. Conspicuously at any rate it had a side that was

responsible for Mrs. Beale's sudden emotion and sudden

confidence—a demonstration, however, of which the tear-

fulness was far from deterrent to our heroine's thought of

how happy she should be if she could only make an

arrangement for herself. Mrs. Beale's own operated, it

appeared, with regularity and frequency ; for it was almost

every day or two that she was able to bring Maisie a

message and to take one back. It had been over the

vision of what, as she called it, he did for her that she

broke down ; and this vision was kept in a manner before

Maisie by a subsequent increase not only of the gaiety, but

literally
—it seemed not presumptuous to perceive

—of the

actual virtue of her friend. The friend was herself the

first to proclaim it : he had pulled her up immensely—he

had quite pulled her round. She had charming, tormenting
words about him : he was her good fairy, her hidden spring—above all he was just her conscience. That was what

had particularly come out with her startling tears : he had

made her, dear man, think ever so much better of herself.

It had been thus rather surprisingly revealed that she had

been in a way to think ill, and Maisie was glad to hear of

the corrective at the same time that she heard of the

ailment.

She presently found herself supposing and in spite of

her envy even hoping that whenever Mrs. Beale was out

of the house Sir Claude had in some manner the satisfaction

of it. This was now of more frequent occurrence than

ever before—so much so that she would have thought of

her stepmother as almost extravagantly absent had it not

been that, in the first place, her father was a superior

specimen of that habit : it was the frequent remark of his

present wife, as it had been, before the tribunals of their

country, a prominent plea of her predecessor, that he

scarce came home even to sleep. In the second place Mrs.

Beale, when she was on the spot, had now a beautiful air
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of longing to make up for everything. The only shadow in

such bright intervals was that, as Maisie put it to herself,

she could get nothing by questions. It was in the nature

of things to be none of a small child's business, even when

a small child had from the first been deluded into a fear

that she might be only too much initiated. Things then

were in Maisie's experience so true to their nature that

questions were almost always improper ;
but she learned

on the other hand soon to recognise that patient little

silences and intelligent little looks could be rewarded from

time to time by delightful little glimpses. There had been

years at Beale Farange's when the monosyllable "he"

meant always, meant almost violently the master ; but all

that was changed at a period at which Sir Claude's merits

were of themselves so much in the air that it scarce took

even two letters to name him. " He keeps me up splendidly
—he does, my own precious," Mrs. Beale would observe to

her comrade ; or else she would say that the situation at

the other establishment had reached a point that could

scarcely be believed—the point, monstrous as it sounded,

of his not having laid eyes upon her for twelve days.
11 She" of course at Beale Farange's had never meant any
one but Ida, and there was the difference in this case that

it now menu Ida with renewed intensity. Mrs. Beale was

in a position strikingly to animadvert more and more upon
her dreadfulness, the moral o( all which appeared to be

how abominably yet blessedly little she had to do with her

husband. This How of information came home to our two

friends because, truly, Mrs. Beale had not much more to do

with her own ; but that was one of the reflections that

Maisie could make without allowing it to break the spell of

her present sympathy. I low could such a spell be anything
but deep when Sir Claude's influence, though operating

from afar, at last really determined the resumption ot' his

stepdaughter's studies? Mrs. Beale again took fire about

them and was quite vivid, for Maisie, as to their being
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the great matter to which the dear absent one kept her

up.

This was the second source— I have just alluded to the

first—of the child's consciousness of something that, very

hopefully, she described to herself as a new phase ; and it

also presented in the brightest light the fresh enthusiasm

with which Mrs. Beale always reappeared and which really

gave Maisie a happier sense than she had yet had of being

very dear at least to two persons. That she had small

remembrance at present of a third illustrates, I am afraid,

a temporary oblivion of Mrs. Wix, an accident to be

explained only by a state of unnatural excitement. For

what was the form taken by Mrs. Beale's enthusiasm and

acquiring relief in the domestic conditions still left to her

but the delightful form of "
reading

" with her little charge
on lines directly prescribed and in works profusely supplied

by Sir Claude ? He had got hold of an awfully good list—
"mostly essays, don't you know?" Mrs. Beale had said;

a word always august to Maisie, but henceforth to be

softened by hazy, in fact by quite languorous edges.

There was at any rate a week in which no less than nine

volumes arrived, and the impression was to be gathered
from Mrs. Beale that the obscure intercourse she enjoyed

with Sir Claude not only involved an account and a

criticism of studies, but was organised almost for the very

purpose of report and consultation. It was for Maisie's

education in short that, as she often repeated, she closed

her door—closed it to the gentlemen who used to flock

there in such numbers and whom her husband's practical

desertion of her would have made it a course of the highest

indelicacy to receive. Maisie was familiar from of old with

the principle at least of the care that a woman, as Mrs.

Beale phrased it, attractive and exposed must take of her

"character," and was duly impressed with the rigour of

her stepmother's scruples. There was literally no one of

the other sex whom she seemed to feel at liberty to see at

,



WHAT MAISIE KNEW 137

home, and when the child risked an inquiry about the ladies

who, one by one, during
- her own previous period, had been

made quite loudly welcome, Mrs. Beale hastened to inform

her that, one by one, they had, the fiends, been found out,

after all, to be awful. If she wished to know more about

them she was recommended to approach her father.

Maisie had, however, at the very moment of this injunc-

tion much livelier curiosities, for the dream of lectures at

an institution had at last become a reality, thanks to Sir

Claude's now unbounded energy in discovering what could

be done. It stood out in this connection that when you
came to look into things in a spirit of earnestness an

immense deal could be done for very little more than your
fare in the Underground. The institution—there was a

splendid om in a part of the town but little known to the

child—became, in the glow of such a spirit, a thrilling

place, and the walk to it from the station through Glower

Street—a pronunciation for which Mrs. Beale once laughed
at her little friend—a pathway literally strewn with "sub-

jects." Maisie seemed to herself to pluck them as she

passed, though they thickened in the great grey rooms
where the fountain of knowledge, in the form usually of

a high voice that she took at first to be angry, plashed in

the stillness of rows of faces thrust out like empty jugs.
" It must do us good—it's all so hideous," Mrs. Beale had

immediately declared, manifesting a purity of resolution

that made these occasions quite the most harmonious of

all the many on which the pair had pulled together.
Maisie certainly had never, in such an association, felt

uplifted and never above all been so carried off her feet

as at the moments of Mrs. Beale's breathlessly re-entering

the house and fairly shrieking upstairs to know if they
would still be in time for a lecture. Her stepdaughter, all

ready from the earliest hours, almost leaped over the

banister to respond, and they dashed out together in quest
of learning as hard as they often dashed back to release



138 WHAT MAISIE KNEW

Mrs. Beale for other preoccupations. There had been in

short no bustle like it since that last brief flurry when
Mrs. Wix, blowing as if she were grooming her, "made

up
"
for everything previously lost at her father's.

These weeks as well were too few, but they were

flooded with a new emotion, a part of which indeed came

from the possibility that, through the long telescope of

Glower Street, or perhaps between the pillars of the

institution—which were what Maisie thought most made
it one—they should some day spy Sir Claude. That was

what Mrs. Beale, under pressure, had said—doubtless a

little impatiently: "Oh yes, oh yes
—some day!" His

joining them was clearly far less of a matter of course

than was to have been gathered from his original pro-

fession of desire to improve, in their company, his own
mind

; and this sharpened our young lady's guess that

since that occasion either something destructive had

happened or something desirable hadn't. Mrs. Beale had

thrown but a partial light in telling her how it had turned

out that nobody had been squared. Maisie wished at any
rate that somebody would be squared. However, though
in every approach to the temple of knowledge she watched

in vain for Sir Claude, there was no doubt about the

action of his loved image as an incentive and a recom-

pense. When the institution was most on pillars
—

or, as

Mrs. Beale put it, on stilts—when the subject was deepest

and the lecture longest and the listeners ugliest, then it

was they both felt their patron in the background would

be most pleased with them.

One day, abruptly, with a glance at this background, Mrs.

Beale said to her companion : "We'll go to-night to the

thingumbob at Earl's Court ;

" an announcement putting

forth its full lustre when she had made known that she

referred to the great Exhibition just opened in that

quarter, a collection of extraordinary foreign things, in

tremendous gardens, with illuminations, bands, elephants,
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switchbacks and side-shows, as well as crowds of people

among whom they might possibly see some one they

knew. Maisie flew in the same bound at the neck of her

friend and at the name of Sir Claude, on which Mrs. Beale

confessed that—well, yes, there was just a chance that he

would be able to meet them. He never of course, in his

terrible position, knew what might happen from hour to

hour; but he hoped to be free and he had given Mrs.

Beale the tip.
"
Bring her there on the quiet and I'll try

to turn up
"—this was clear enough on what so many

weeks of privation had made of his desire to see the child :

it even appeared to represent on his part a yearning as

constant as her own. That in turn was just puzzling

enough to make Maisie express a bewilderment. She

couldn't see, if they were so intensely of the same mind,

why the theory on which she had come back to Mrs.

Beale—the general reunion, the delightful trio, should

have broken down so in fact. Mrs. Beale, furthermore,

only gave her more to think about in saying that their

disappointment was the result of his having got into his

head a kind of idea.

"What kind of idea?"

"Oh, goodness knows !" She spoke with an approach
to asperity.

" He's so awfully delicate."

" Delicate?"—that was ambiguous.
"About what he does, don't you know?" said Mrs.

Beale. She fumbled. "
Well, about what we do."

Maisie wondered. " You and me ?
"

" Me and him, silly 1

"
cried Mrs. Beale with, this time,

a real giggle.
" But you don't do any harm—you don't," said Maisie,

wondering afresh and intending her emphasis as a decorous

allusion to her parents.
" Of course we don't, you angel—that's just the ground

/ take !

"
her companion exultantly responded.

" He says

he doesn't want you mixed up."
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" Mixed up with what ?
"

"That's exactly what / want to know : mixed up with

what, and how you are any more mixed ?
" But Mrs.

Beale paused without ending her question. She ended

after an instant in a different way. "All you can say is

that it's his fancy."

The tone of this, in spite of its expressing a resignation,

the fruit of weariness, that dismissed the subject, conveyed

so vividly how much such a fancy was not Mrs. Beale's

own that our young lady was led by the mere fact of

contact to arrive at a dim apprehension of the unuttered

and the unknown. The relation between her step-parents

had then a kind of mysterious residuum : this was the

first time she really had reflected that except as regards

herself it was not a relationship. To each other it was

only what they might have happened to make it, and she

gathered that this, in the event, had been something that

led Sir Claude to keep away from her. Didn't he fear she

would be compromised ? The perception of such a scruple

endeared him the more, and it flashed over her that she

might simplify everything by showing him how little she

made of such a danger. Hadn't she lived with her eyes

on it from her third year? It was the condition most

frequently discussed at the Faranges', where the word

was always in the air and where at the age of five, amid

rounds of applause, she could gabble it off. She knew as

well in short that a person could be compromised as that

a person could be slapped with a hair-brush or left alone

in the dark, and it was equally familiar to her that each

of these ordeals was in general held to have too little

effect. But the first thing was to make absolutely sure of

Mrs. Beale. This was done by saying to her thought-

fully :
"
Well, if you don't mind—and you really don't, do

you ?
"

Mrs. Beale, with a dawn of amusement, considered.

**
Mixing you up ? Not a bit. For what does it mean ?

"
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" Whatever it means I don't in the least mind being
mixed. Therefore if you don't and I don't," Maisie

concluded, "don't you think that when 1 see him this

evening I had better just tell him we don't and ask him

why in the world he should ?
"
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The child, however, was not destined to enjoy much of Sir

Claude at the "
thingumbob," which took for them a very

different turn indeed. On the spot Mrs. Beale, with

hilarity, had urged her to the course proposed ;
but later,

at the Exhibition, she withdrew this allowance, mentioning
as a result of second thoughts that when a man was so

sensitive such a communication might only make him
worse. It would have been hard indeed for Sir Claude to

be "
worse," Maisie felt as, in the gardens and the crowd,

when the first dazzle had dropped, she looked for him in

vain up and down. They had all their time, the couple,
for frugal, wistful wandering: they had partaken together
at home of the light, vague meal—Maisie's name for it

was a "jam-supper"—to which they were reduced when
Mr. Farange sought his pleasure abroad. It was abroad

now entirely that Mr. Farange cultivated this philosophy,
and it was the actual impression of his daughter, derived

from his wife, that he had three days before joined a friend's

yacht at Cowes.

The place was full of side-shows, to which Mrs. Beale

could introduce the little girl only, alas, by revealing to

her so attractive, so enthralling a name : the side-shows,

each time, were sixpence apiece, and the fond allegiance

enjoyed by the elder of our pair had been established from

the earliest time in spite of a paucity of sixpences. Small

coin dropped from her as half-heartedly as answers from

bad children to lessons that had not been looked at. Maisie
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passed more slowly the great painted posters, pressing

with a linked arm closer to her friend's pocket, where she

hoped for the audible chink of a shilling. But the upshot
of this was but to deepen her yearning : if Sir Claude

would only at last come the shillings would begin to ring.

The companions paused, for want of one, before the

Flowers of the Forest, a large presentment of bright brown

ladies—they were brown all over—in a medium suggestive
of tropical luxuriance, and there Maisie dolorouslyexpressed
her belief that he would never come at all. Mrs. Beale

hereupon, though discernibly disappointed, reminded her

that he had not been promised as a certainty
—a remark

that caused the child to gaze at the Flowers of the Forest

through a blur in which they became more magnificent, yet

oddly more confused, and by which moreover confusion

was imparted to the aspect of a gentleman who at that

moment, in the company of a lady, came out of the brilliant

booth. The lady was so brown that Maisie at first took

her for one of the Flowers
; but during the few seconds

that this required
—a few seconds in which she had also

desolately given up Sir Claude—she heard Mrs. Beale's

voice, behind her, gather both wonder and pain into a single

sharp little cry.
11 Of all the wickedness—Bcale !

"

He had already, without distinguishing them in the mass

of strollers, turned another way— it seemed at the brown

lady's suggestion. Her course was marked, over heads

and shoulders, by an upright scarlet plume, as to the

ownership of which Maisie was instantly eager.
" Who is

she ?—who is she ?
"

But Mrs. Beale for a moment only looked after them.

'The liar—the liar!"

Maisie considered. "Because he's not—where one

thought?" That was also, a month ago in Kensington
Gardens, where her mother had not been. "Perhaps he

has come back," she insinuated.
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That, according to Sir Claude, had been also what her

mother had not done, and Maisie could only have a sense

of something that in a maturer mind would be called the

way history repeats itself. "Who is she?" she asked

again.
Mrs. Beale, fixed to the spot, seemed lost in the vision

of an opportunity missed. " If he had only seen me !

"—it

came from between her teeth. "She's a brand-new one.

But he must have been with her since Tuesday."
Maisie took it in.

" She's almost black," she then

observed.

"They're always hideous," said Mrs. Beale.

This was a remark on which the child had again to

reflect.
"
Oh, not his wives/

" she remonstrantly exclaimed.

The words at another moment would probably have set her

friend off, but Mrs. Beale was now too intent in seeing

what became of the others. " Did you ever in your life see

such a feather?
" Maisie presently continued.

This decoration appeared to have paused at some dis-

tance, and in spite of intervening groups they could both

look at it.
" Oh, that's the way they dress—the vulgarest

of the vulgar !

"

"
They're coming back—they'll see us !

" Maisie the next

moment asserted ; and while her companion answered

that this was exactly what she wanted and the child

returned " Here they are—here they are !

"
the unconscious

objects of so much attention, with a change of mind about

their direction, quickly retraced their steps and precipitated

themselves upon their critics. Their unconsciousness gave

Mrs. Beale time to leap, under her breath, to a recognition

which Maisie caught.
" It must be Mrs. Cuddon !

"

Maisie looked at Mrs. Cuddon hard—her lips even echoed

the name. What followed was extraordinarily rapid
—a

ninute of livelier battle than had ever yet, in so short a
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span at least, been waged round our heroine. The muffled

shock—lest people should notice—was so violent that it

was only for her later thought the steps fell into their

order, the steps through which, in a bewilderment not so

much of sound as of silence, she had come to find herself,

too soon for comprehension and too strangely for fear, at

the door of the Exhibition with her father. He thrust her

into a hansom and got in after her, and then it was—as she

drove along with him—that she recovered a little what had

happened. Face to face with them in the gardens he had
seen them, and there had been a moment of checked con-

cussion during which, in a glare of black eyes and a toss

of red plumage, Mrs. Cuddon had recognised then*,

ejaculated and vanished. There had been another moment
at which she became aware of Sir Claude, also poised there

in surprise, but out of her father's view, as if he had been

warned off at the very moment of reaching them. It fell

into its place with all the rest that she had heard Mrs.

Beale say to her father, but whether low or loud was now
lost to her, something about his having this time a new
one ; on which he had growled something indistinct, but

apparently in the tone and of the sort that the child, from
her earliest years, had associated with hearing somebody
retort to somebody that somebody was "another."

"Oh, I stick to the old!" Mrs. Beale had exclaimed at

this ; and her accent, even as the cab got away, was still

in the air, for Maisie's companion had spoken no other

word from the moment of whisking her off—none at least

save the indistinguishable address which, over the top of

the hansom and poised on the step, he had given the

driver. Reconstructing these things later, Maisie believed

that she at this point would have put a question to him had
not the silence into which he charmed her or scared her—
she could scarcely tell which—come from his suddenly-

making her feel his arm about her, feel, as he drew her

close, that he was agitated in a way he had never yet

K
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shown her. It seemed to her that he trembled, trembled

too much to speak, and this had the effect of making her,

with an emotion which, though it had begun to throb in an

instant, was by no means all dread, conform to his porten-
tous hush. The act of possession that his pressure in a

manner advertised came back to her after the longest of

the long intermissions that had ever let anything come
back. They drove and drove, and he kept her close ; she

stared straight before her, holding her breath, watching
one dark street succeed another and strangely conscious

that what it all meant was somehow that papa was less to

be left out of everything than she had supposed. It took

her but a minute to surrender to this discovery, which, in

the form of his present embrace, suggested a fresh kind of

importance in him and with that a confused confidence.

She neither knew exactly what he had done nor what he

was doing ;
she could only be rather impressed and a little

proud, vibrate with the sense that he had jumped up to do

something and that she had as quickly become a part of it.

It was a part of it too that here they were at a house that

seemed not large, but in the fresh white front of which the

street-lamp showed a smartness of flower-boxes. The child

had been in thousands of stories—all Mrs. Wix's and her

own, to say nothing of the richest romances of French

Elise—but she had never been in such a story as this. By
the time he had helped her out of the cab, which drove

away, and she heard in the door of the house the prompt
little click of his key, the Arabian Nights had quite closed

round her.

From this minute they were in everything, particularly

in such an instant "
Open Sesame" and in the departure

of the cab, a rattling void filled with relinquished step-

parents ; they were, with the vividness, the almost blind-

ing whiteness of the light that sprang responsive to papa's

quick touch of a little brass knob on the wall, in a place

that, at the top of a short, solt staircase, struck her as the
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most beautiful she had ever seen in her life. The next

thing she perceived it to be was the drawing-room of a

lady
—oh, of a lady, she could see in a moment, and not of a

gentleman, not even of one like papa himself or even like Sir

Claude—whose things wore as much prettier than mamma's
as it had always had to be confessed that mamma's
were prettier than Mrs. Beale's. In the middle of the small

bright room and the presence of more curtains and cushions,

more pictures and mirrors, more palm-trees drooping over

brocaded and gilded nooks, more little silver boxes

scattered over little crooked tables and little oval minia-

tures hooked upon velvet screens than Mrs. Beale and her

ladyship together could, in an unnatural alliance, have

dreamed of mustering, the child became aware, with a

swift possibility of compassion, of something that was

strangely like a relegation to obscurity of each of those

women of taste. It was a stranger operation still that

her father should on the spot be presented to her as quite

advantageously and even grandly at home in the dazzling
scene and himself by so much the more separated from

scenes inferior to it. She spent with him in it, while

explanations continued to hang back, twenty minutes that,

in their sudden drop of danger, affected her, though there

were neither buns nor ginger-beer, like an extemporised

expensive treat.

" Is she very rich?" He had begun to strike her as

almost embarrassed, so shy that he might have found

himself with a young lady with whom he had little in

common. She was literally moved by this apprehension
to offer him some tactful relief.

Beale Farange stood and smiled at his young lady, his

back to the fanciful fireplace, his light overcoat—the very

lightest in London—wide open, and his wonderful lustrous

beard completely concealing the expanse of his shirt-front.

It pleased her more than ever to think that papa was
handsome and, though as high aloft as mamma and almost,
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in his specially florid evening-dress, as splendid, of a beauty
somehow less belligerent, less terrible. " The Countess ?

Why do you ask me that ?
"

Maisie's eyes opened wider. " Is she a Countess?"
There was an unaccustomed geniality in his enjoyment

of her wonder. " Oh yes, my dear, but it isn't an English
title."

Maisie's manner appreciated this. " Is it a French one ?
"

"
No, nor French either. It's American."

Maisie conversed agreeably. "Ah then of course she

must be rich." She took in such a combination of nation-

ality and rank. "
I never saw anything so lovely."

" Did you have a sight of her ?
"

Beale asked.
" At the Exhibition ?

" Maisie smiled. " She was gone
too quick."

Her father laughed.
" She did slope !

" She was for a

moment afraid he would say something about Mrs. Beale

and Sir Claude : his unexpected gentleness was too mysti-

fying. All he risked was, the next minute :
" She has a

horror of vulgar scenes."

This was something Maisie needn't take up; she could

still continue bland. "But where do you suppose she

went ?
"

" Oh, I thought she'd have taken a cab and have been

here by this time. But she'll turn up all right."
" I'm sure I hope she will," Maisie said

; she spoke with

an earnestness begotten of the impression of all the

beauty around her, to which, in person, the Countess

might make further contribution. " We came awfully

fast," she added.

Her father again laughed loud. "Yes, my dear, I

made you step out !

" Beale hesitated ; then he pursued :

"
I want her to see you."

Maisie, at this, rejoiced in the attention that, for their

evening out, Mrs. Beale, even to the extent of personally
"
doing up

"
her old hat, had given her appearance.
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Meanwhile her father went on. u You'll like her

awfully."

"Oh, I'm sure I shall!" After which, either from the

effect of having
- said so much or from that of a sudden

glimpse of the impossibility of saying more, she felt an

embarrassment and sought refuge in a minor branch of the

subject.
"

I thought she was Mrs. Cuddon."

Beale's gaiety rather increased than diminished. " You
mean my wife did? My dear child, my wife's a damned
fool !

" He had the oddest air of speaking of his wife as

of a person whom she might scarcely have known, so that

the refuge of her scruple didn't prove particularly happy.
Beale on the other hand appeared after an instant him-

self to feel a scruple.
' ' What I mean is, to speak seriously,

that she doesn't really know anything about anything."
He paused, following the child's charmed eyes and tentative

step or two as they brought her nearer to the pretty things
on one of the tables. "She thinks she has good things,

don't you know !

" He quite jeered at Mrs. Beale's delu-

sion.

Maisie felt she must con! ess that it was one ; everything
she had missed at the side-shows was made up to her by
the Countess's luxuries. "Yes," she considered; "she

does think that."

There was again a dryness in the way Beale replied that

it didn't matter what she thought ; but there was an

increasing sweetness for his daughter in being with him

so long without his doing anything worse. The whole

hour of course was to remain with her for days and

weeks, ineffaceably illumined and confirmed ; by the end of

which she was able to read into it a hundred things that

were at the moment mere miraculous pleasantness. What

they then and there came to was simply that her companion
was still excited, yet wished not to show it, and that just

in proportion as he succeeded in this attempt he was able

to encourage her to regard him as kind. He moved about
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the room after a little, showed her things, spoke to her as

a person of taste, told her the name, which she remem-

bered, of the famous French lady represented in one of

the miniatures, and remarked, as if he had caught her
wistful over a trinket or a trailing- stuff, that he made no
doubt the Countess, on coming in, would give her some-

thing jolly. He spied a pink satin box with a looking-
glass let into the cover, which he raised, with a quick,
facetious flourish, to offer her the privilege of six rows of
chocolate bonbons, cutting out thereby Sir Claude, who
had never gone beyond four rows. "

I can do what I like

with these," he said, "for I don't mind telling you I gave
'em to her myself." The Countess had evidently appre-
ciated the gift ; there were numerous gaps, a ravage now
quite unchecked, in the array. Even while they waited

together Maisie had her sense, which was the mark of
what their separation had become, of her having grown
for him, since the last time he had, as it were, noticed her,
and by increase of years and of inches if by nothing else,
much more of a little person to reckon with. Yes, that
was a part of the positive awkwardness that he carried off

by being almost foolishly tender. There was a passage
during which, on a yellow silk sofa under one of the palms,
he had her on his knee, stroking her hair, playfully holding
her off while he showed his shining fangs and let her,
with a vague, affectionate, helpless, pointless "Dear old

girl, dear little daughter," inhale the fragrance of his

cherished beard. She must have been sorry for him, she
afterwards knew, so well could she privately follow his

difficulty in being specific to her about anything. She had
such possibilities of vibration, of response, that it needed

nothing more than this to make up to her in fact for

omissions. The tears came into her eyes again as they
had done when in the Park that day the Captain told her
so excitingly that her mother was good. What was this

but exciting too—this still directer goodness of her father
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and this unexampled shining solitude with him, out of

which everything had dropped but that he was papa and

that he was magnificent? It didn't spoil it that she finally

felt he must have, as he became restless, some purpose he

didn't quite see his way to bring out, for in the freshness

of their recovered fellowship she would have lent herself

gleefully to his suggesting, or even to his pretending, that

their relations were easy and graceful. There was some-

thing in him that seemed, and quite touchingly, to ask

her to help him to pretend
—

pretend he knew enough about

her life and her education, her means of subsistence and

her view of himself, to give the questions he couldn't put
her a natural domestic tone. She would have pretended
with ecstasy if he could only have given her the cue. She

waited for it while, between his big teeth, he breathed the

sighs she didn't know to be stupid. And as if he had

drawn—rather red with the confusion of it—the pledge of

her preparation from her tears, he floundered about, won-

dering what the devil he could lay hold of.



XIX

When he had lighted a cigarette and begun to smoke in

her face it was as if he had struck with the match the

note of some queer, clumsy ferment of old professions, old

scandals, old duties, a dim perception of what he possessed
in her and what, if everything had only

—damn it !
—been

totally different, she might still be able to give him.

What she was able to give him, however, as his blinking

eyes seemed to make out through the smoke, would be

simply what he should be able to get from her. To give

something, to give here on the spot, was all her own
desire. Among the old things that came back was her

little instinct of keeping the peace ;
it made her wonder

more sharply what particular thing she could do or not do,

what particular word she could speak or not speak, what

particular line she could take or not take, that might for

every one, even for the Countess, give a better turn to the

crisis. She was ready, in this interest, for an immense

surrender, a surrender of everything but Sir Claude, of

everything but Mrs. Beale. The immensity didn't include

them ; but if he had an idea at the back of his head she

had also one in a recess as deep, and for a time, while

they sat together, there was an extraordinary mute passage
between her vision of this vision of his, his vision of her

vision, and her vision of his vision of her vision. What
there was no effective record of indeed was the small

strange pathos on the child's part of an innocence so

saturated with knowledge and so directed to diplomacy.
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What, further, Beale finally laid hold of while he masked

again with his fine presence half the flounces of the fire-

place was :
" Do you know, my dear, I shall soon be off

to America? "
It struck his daughter both as a short cut

and as the way he wouldn't have said it to his wife. But

his wife figured with a bright superficial assurance in her

response.
" Do you mean with Mrs. Beale?

"

Her father looked at her hard. "Don't be a little

ass !

"

Her silence appeared to represent a concentrated effort

not to be. "Then with the Countess ?
"

"With her or without her, my dear ; that concerns only

your poor daddy. She has big interests over there, and

she wants me to take a look at them."

Maisie threw herself into them. "Will that take very

long?"
"Yes; they're in such a muddle— it may take months.

Now what I want to hear, you know, is whether you
would like to come along?

"

Planted once more before him in the middle of the room

she felt herself turning white. "I?" she gasped, yet

feeling as soon as she had spoken that such a note of

dismay was not altogether pretty. She felt it still more

while her father replied, with a shake of his legs, a toss of

his cigarette-ash and a fidgety look—he was for ever

taking one—all the length of his waistcoat and trousers,

that she needn't be quite so disgusted. It helped her in a

few seconds to appear more as he would like her that she

saw, in the lovely light of the Countess's splendour, exactly,

however she appeared, the right answer to make. " Dear

papa, I'll go with you anywhere."
He turned his back to her and stood with his nose at

the glass of the chimneypiece while he brushed specks of

ash out of his beard. Then he abruptly said :
" Do you

know anything about your brute of a mother?'



154 WHAT MAISIE KNEW

It was just of her brute of a mother that the manner of

the question in a remarkable degree reminded her : it had

the free flight of one of Ida's fine bridgings of space.

With the sense of this was kindled for Maisie at the same

time an inspiration. "Oh yes, I know everything!"
and she became so radiant that her father, seeing it in the

mirror, turned back to her and presently, on the sofa, had

her on his knee again and was again particularly stirring.

Maisie's inspiration was to the effect that the more she

should be able to say about mamma the less she would be

called upon to speak of her step-parents. She kept hoping
the Countess would come in before her power to protect

them was exhausted ; and it was now, in closer quarters

with her companion, that the idea at the back of her head

shifted its place to her lips. She told him she had met her

mother in the Park with a gentleman who, while Sir Claude

had strolled with her ladyship, had been kind and had sat

and talked to her ; narrating the scene with a remembrance

of her pledge of secrecy to the Captain quite brushed away

by the joy of seeing Beale listen without profane inter-

position. It was almost an amazement, but it was indeed

all a joy, thus to be able to guess that papa was at last

quite tired of his anger—of his anger at any rate about

mamma. He was only bored with her now. That made

it, however, the more imperative that his spent displeasure

shouldn't be blown out again. It charmed the child to

see how much she could interest him ; and the charm

remained even when, after asking her a dozen questions,

he observed musingly and a little obscurely: "Yes,
damned if she won't !

" For in this too there was a

detachment, a wise weariness that made her feel safe.

She had had to mention Sir Claude, though she mentioned

him as little as possible and Beale only appeared to look

quite over his head. It pieced itself together for her that

this was the mildness of general indifference, a source of

profit so great for herself personally that if the Countess
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was the author of it she was prepared literally to hug the

Countess. She betrayed that eagerness by a restless

question about her, to which her father replied :

"
Oh, she has a head on her shoulders. I'll back her

to get out of anything!" He looked at Maisie quite as

if he would trace the connection between her inquiry

and the impatience of her gratitude.
" Do you mean

to say," he presently went on,
" that you'd really come

with me ?
"

She felt as if he were now looking at her very hard

indeed, and also as if she had grown ever so much older,

"
I'll do anything in the world you ask me, papa."

He gave again, with a laugh and with his legs apart,

his proprietary glance at his waistcoat and trousers.

"That's a way, my dear, of saving 'No, thank you!'

You know you don't want to go the least little mite. You

can't humbug vie!" Beale Farange laid down. *'
I don't

want to bully you— I never bullied you in my life ;
but I

make you the offer, and it's to take or to leave. Your

mother will never again have any more to do with you

than if you were a kitchenmaid she had turned out for

going wrong. Therefore of course I'm your natural

protector, and you've a right to get everything out of me

you can. Now's your chance, you know—you'll be a

great fool if you don't. You can't say I don't put it before

yOU
—you can't say I ain't kind to you or that I don't play

fair. Mind you never say that, you know—it would bring

me down on you. I know what's proper. I'll take you

again, just as I have taken you again and again. And

I'm much obliged to you for making up such a face."

She was conscious enough that her face indeed couldn't

please him if it showed any sign—just as she hoped it

didn't—of her sharp impression o( what he now really

wanted to do. Wasn't he trying to turn the tables on her,

embarrass her somehow into admitting that what would

really suit her little book would be, after doing so much
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for good manners, to leave her wholly at liberty to arrange
for herself? She began to be nervous again ; it rolled

over her that this was their parting, their parting for ever,

and that he had brought her there for so many caresses

only because it was important such an occasion should

look better for him than any other. For her to spoil it by
the note of discord would certainly give him ground for

complaint ; and the child was momentarily bewildered

between her alternatives of agreeing with him about her

wanting to get rid of him and displeasing him by pretending
to stick to him. So she found for the moment no solution

but to murmur very helplessly :
" Oh papa—oh papa !

"

"I know what you're up to—don't tell me!" After

which he came straight over and, in the most inconsequent

way in the world, clasped her in his arms a moment and

rubbed his beard against her cheek. Then she understood

as well as if he had spoken it that what he wanted, hang
it, was that she should let him off with all the honours—
with all the appearance of virtue and sacrifice on his side.

It was exactly as if he had broken out to her :
"

I say, you
little donkey, help me to be irreproachable, to be noble,

and yet to have none of the beastly bore of it. There's

only impropriety enough for one of us ; so you must take

it all. Repudiate your dear old daddy—in the face, mind

you, of his tender supplications. He can't be rough with

you
—it isn't in his nature : therefore you will have success-

fully chucked him because he was too generous to be as

firm with you, poor man, as was, after all, his duty."

This was what he communicated in a series of tremendous

pats on the back ;
that portion of her person had never been

so thumped since Moddle thumped her when she choked.

After a moment he gave her the further impression of

having become sure enough of her to be able very grace-

fully to say out: "You know your mother loathes you,

loathes you simply. And I've been thinking over your

precious man—the fellow you told me about."
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"Well," Maisie replied with competence,
" I'm sure of

him."

Her father was vague in an instant. "Do you mean
sure of his liking you ?

"

"Oh no; of his liking her /
"

Beale had a return of gaiety. "There's no accounting
for tastes ! It's what they all say, you know."

"
I don't care—I'm sure of him !

"
Maisie repeated.

"
Sure, you mean, that she'll bolt?

"

Maisie knew all about bolting-, but, decidedly, she was

older, and there was something in her that could wince

at the way her father made the word boom out. It

prompted her to amend his allusion, which she did by
returning:

"
I don't know what she'll do. But she'll be

happy."
" Let us hope so," said Beale with bright, unusual mild-

ness. " The more happy she is at any rate the less she'll

want you about. That's why I press you," he agreeably

pursued,
" to consider this handsome offer— I mean

seriously, you know—of your sole surviving parent."
Their eyes, at this, met again in a long and extraordinary

communion which terminated in his ejaculating :

"
Ah, you

little scoundrel !

" She took it from him in the manner
that it seemed to her he would prefer and with a success

that encouraged him to go on: " You are a deep little

devil !

" Her silence, ticking like a watch, acknowledged
even this, in confirmation of which he finally brought out :

" You've settled it with the other pair !

"

"Well, what if I have ?
"

She sounded to herself most
bold.

Her father, quite as in the old days, broke into a peal.
"
Why, don't you know they're awful?"
She grew bolder still.

"
I don't care—not a bit !

"

" But they're probably the worst people in the world and
the very greatest criminals," Beale pleasantly urged.
" I'm not the man, my dear, not to let you know it."
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"Well, it doesn't prevent them from loving me. They
love me tremendously." Maisie turned crimson to hear

herself.

Her companion fumbled; almost any one—let alone a

daughter—would have seen how conscientious he wanted

to be. "I daresay. But do you know why?" She

braved his eyes and he added: "You're a jolly good

pretext."
" For what? " Maisie asked.

"Why, for their game. I needn't tell you what that is."

The child reflected. "Well, then, that's all the more

reason."
" Reason for what, pray?

"

" For their being kind to me."

"And for your keeping in with them?" Beale roared

again ; it was as if his spirits rose and rose. " Do you

realise, pray, that in saying that you're a monster?"

Maisie turned it over.
" A monster ?

"

"
They've made one of you. Upon my honour it's quite

awful. It shows the kind of people they are. Don't you

understand," Beale pursued,
" that when they've made you

as horrid as they can—as horrid as themselves—they'll

just simply chuck you ?
"

Maisie, at this, had a flicker of passion. "They won't

chuck me !

"

" Excuse me," her father courteously insisted ;

"
it's my

duty to put it before you. I shouldn't forgive myself if I

didn't point out to you that they'll cease to require you."
He spoke as if with an appeal to her intelligence that she

must be ashamed not adequately to meet, and this gave a

real distinction to his superior delicacy.

It had after an instant the illumining effect he intended.

"Cease to require me because they won't care?" She

paused with that sketch of her idea.

"Of course Sir Claude won't care if his wife bolts.

That's his game. It will suit him down to the ground."
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This was a proposition Maisie could perfectly embrace,

but it still left a loophole for triumph. She considered a

little.
" You mean if mamma doesn't come back ever at

all ?
" The composure with which her face was present e d

to that prospect would have shown a spectator the

long road she had travelled. "
Well, but that wont put

Mrs. Beale
"

" In the same comfortable position ?
"

Beale took

her up with relish
;
he had sprung to his feet again, shak-

ing his legs and looking at his shoes. "
Right you are,

darling ! Something more will be wanted for Mrs. Beale."

He hesitated, then he added :
" But she may not have long

to wait for it."

Maisie also for a minute looked at his shoes, though they

were not the pair she most admired, the laced yellow
"
uppers

" and patent-leather complement. At last, with a

question, she raised her eyes.
" Are you not coming

back?"

Once more he hung fire ; after which he gave a small

laugh that in the oddest way in the world reminded her

of the unique sounds she had heard emitted by Mrs. Wix.
"

It may strike you as extraordinary that I should make

you such an admission ; and in point of fact you're not to

understand that I do. But we'll put it that way to help

your decision. The point is that that's the way my wife

will presently be sure to put it. You'll hear her shrieking
that she's deserted, so that she may just pile up her wrongs.
She'll be as tree as she likes then—as free, you see, as

your mother's ass of a husband. They won't have any-

thing more to consider and they'll just put you into the

street. Do I understand," Beale inquired,
"

that, in the

face o( what I press upon you, you still prefer to take the

risk of that?" It was the most wonderful appeal any

gentleman had ever addressed to his daughter, and it had

placed Maisie in the middle of the room again while her

father moved slowly about her with his hands in his pockets
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and something in his step that seemed, more than anything
else he had done, to show the habit of the place. She

turned her fevered little eyes over his friend's brightnesses,

as if, on her own side, to press for some help in a quandary

unexampled. As if also the pressure reached him he after

an instant stopped short, completing the prodigy of his

attitude and the pride of his loyalty by a supreme formu-

lation of the general inducement. "You have an eye,

love ! Yes, there's money. No end of money."
This affected her for a moment like some great flashing

dazzle in one of the pantomimes to which Sir Claude had

taken her : she saw nothing in it but what it directly con-

veyed.
" And shall I never, never see you again ?

"

" If I do go to America?" Beale brought it out like a

man. "
Never, never, never !

"

Hereupon, with the utmost absurdity, she broke down ;

everything gave way, everything but the horror of hearing
herself definitely utter such an ugliness as the acceptance
of that. So she only stiffened herself and said : "Then I

can't give you up."

She held him some seconds looking at her, showing her

a strained grimace, a perfect parade of all his teeth, in

which it seemed to her she could read the disgust he didn't

quite like to express at this departure from the pliability

she had practically promised. But before she could atten-

uate in any way the crudity of her collapse he gave an

impatient jerk which took him to the window. She heard

a vehicle stop ;
Beale looked out

; then he freshly faced her.

He still said nothing, but she knew the Countess had come

back. There was a silence again between them, but with

a different shade of embarrassment from that of their united

arrival ; and it was still without speaking that, abruptly

repeating one of the embraces of which he had already been

so prodigal, he whisked her back to the lemon sofa just before

the door of the room was thrown open. It was thus in

renewed and intimate union with him that she was pre-
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sented to a person whom she instantly recognised as the

brown lady.

The brown lady looked almost as astonished, though
not quite as alarmed, as when, at the Exhibition, she had

gasped in the face of Mrs. Beale. Maisie in truth almost

gasped in her own ; this was with the fuller perception
that she was brown indeed. She literally struck the child

more as an animal than as a "real" lady; she might
have been a clever, frizzled poodle in a frill or a dreadful

human monkey in a spangled petticoat. She had a nose

that was far too big and eyes that were far too small and

a moustache that was, well, not so happy a feature as Sir

Claude's. Beale jumped up to her; while, to the child's

astonishment, though as if in a quick intensity of thought,
the Countess advanced as gaily as if, for many a day,

nothing awkward had happened for any one. Maisie, in

spite of a large acquaintance with the phenomenon, had

never seen it so promptly established that nothing awk-
ward was to be mentioned. The next minute the Countess

had kissed her and exclaimed to Beale with bright,

tender reproach: "Why, you never told me half! My
dear child," she cried, "it was awfully nice of you to

come !

"

"But she hasn't come—she won't come!" Beale

answered. " I've put it to her how much you'd like it,

but she declines to have anything to do with us."

The Countess stood smiling, and after an instant that

was mainly taken up with the shock of her weird aspect
Maisie felt herself reminded of another smile, which was
not ugly, though also interested—the kind light thrown,

that day in the Park, from the clean, fair face of the

Captain. Papa's Captain—yes
—was the Countess ; but

she wasn't nearly so nice as the other : it all came

back, doubtless, to Maisie's minor appreciation of ladies.

" Shouldn't you like me," said this one endearingly, "to

take you to Spa ?
"

L
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" To Spa ?
" The child repeated the name to gain time,

not to show how the Countess brought back to her a dim

remembrance of a strange woman with a horrid face

who once, years before, in an omnibus, bending to her

from an opposite seat, had suddenly produced an orange

and murmured " Little dearie, won't you have it?
" She

had felt then, for some reason, a small, silly terror, though

afterwards conscious that her interlocutress, unfortunately

hideous, had particularly meant to be kind. This was

also what the Countess meant ; yet the few words she had

uttered and the smile with which she had uttered them

immediately cleared everything up. Oh no, she wanted to

go nowhere with her, for her presence had already, in a

few seconds, dissipated the happy impression of the room

and put an end to the pride momentarily suggested by

Beale's association with so much taste. There was no

taste in his association with the short, fat, wheedling,

whiskered person who had approached her and in whom
she had to recognise the only figure wholly without

attraction that had become a party to an intimate con-

nection formed in her immediate circle. She was abashed

meanwhile, however, at having appeared to weigh the

place to which she had been invited ;
and she added as

quickly as possible: "It isn't to America then?" The

Countess, at this, looked sharply at Beale, and Beale,

airily enough, asked what the deuce it mattered when

she had already given him to understand that she wanted

to have nothing to do with them. There followed be-

tween her companions a passage of which the sense was

drowned for her in the deepening inward hum of her

mere desire to get off; though she was able to guess

later on that her father must have put it to his friend that

it was no use talking, that she was an obstinate little pig

and that, besides, she was really old enough to choose for

herself. It glimmered back to her indeed that she must

have failed ouite dreadfully to seem responsive and polite,
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inasmuch as before she knew it she had visibly given the

impression that it they didn't allow her to go home she

should cry. Oh ! it" there had ever been a thing to cry

about it was being found in that punishable little attitude

toward the handsomest offers one had ever received. The

great pain of the thing was that she could seethe Countess

liked her enough to wish to be liked in return, and it was
from the idea ol a return she sought to flee. It was the

idea of a return that after a confusion of loud words had

:. risen between the others brought to her lips with the

tremor preceding disaster :

" Can't I, please, be sent

home in a cab ?
"

Yes, the Countess wanted her and the

Countess was wounded and chilled, and she couldn't help

it, and it was all the more dreadful because it only
made the Countess more seductive and more impossible.

The only thing that sustained either of them perhaps
till the cab came Maisie presently saw it would come—
was its being in the air somehow that Beale had done

what he wanted. He went out to look for a conveyance ;

the servants, he said, had gone to bed, but she shouldn't

be kept beyond her time. The Countess left the room

with him, and, alone in the possession of it, Maisie hoped
she wouldn't come back. It was all the effect ol' her face

—the child simply couldn't look at it and meet its expres-

sion half-way. All in a moment too that queer expression
had leaped into the lovely things—all in a moment she

had had to accept her father as liking some one whom she

was sure neither her mother, nor Mrs. Beale, nor Mrs.

W'ix, nor Sir Claude, nor the Captain, nor even Mr.

[am and Lord Eric could possibly have liked. Three

minutes later, downstairs, with the cab at the door, it was

perhaps as a final confession of not having much to b<

oC that, on taking leave of her, he managed to press her

to his bosom without her seeing his face. For herself

she was so eager to go that their parting reminded her of

nothing, not even of a single one of all the "new
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that above, as the penalty of not cleaving to him, he had

attached to the question of their meeting
-

again. There

was something in the Countess that falsified everything,

even the great interests in America and yet more the first

flush of that superiority to Mrs. Beale and to mamma
which had been expressed in silver boxes. These were

still there, but perhaps there were no great interests in

America. Mamma had known an American who was not

a bit like this one. She was not, however, of noble rank
;

her name was only Mrs. Tucker. Maisie's detachment

would all the same have been more complete if she had

not suddenly had to exclaim :
" Oh dear, I haven't any

money !

"

Her father's teeth, at this, were such a picture of

appetite without action as to be a match for any plea of

poverty.
" Make your stepmother pay."

"Stepmothers don't pay!" cried the Countess. "No
stepmother ever paid in her life !

" The next moment

they were in the street together, and the next the child

was in the cab, with the Countess, on the pavement, but

close to her, quickly taking money from a purse whisked

out of a pocket. Her father had vanished and there was

even yet nothing in that to reawaken the pang of loss.

"Here's money," said the brown lady: "go!" The

sound was commanding : the cab rattled off. Maisie sat

there with her hand full of coin. All that for a cab ? As

they passed a street lamp she bent to see how much.

What she saw was a cluster of sovereigns. There must

then have been great interests in America. It was still at

any rate the Arabian Nights.
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The money was far too much even for a fee in a fairy-tale,

and in the absence of Mrs. Beale, who, though the hour

was now late, had not yet returned to the Regent's Park,

Susan Ash, in the hall, as loud as Maisie was low and as

bold as she was bland, produced, on the exhibition offered

under the dim vigil of the lamp that made the place a con-

trast to the child's recent scene of light, the half-crown

that an unsophisticated cabman could pronounce to be the

least he would take. It was apparently long before Mrs.

Beale would arrive, and in the interval Maisie had been

induced by the prompt Susan not only to go to bed like a

darling dear, but, in still richer expression of that character,

to devote to the repayment of obligations general as well

as particular one of the sovereigns in the fanciful figure

that, on the dressing-table upstairs, was naturally not less

dazzling to a lone orphan of a housemaid than to the

subject of the manoeuvres of a quartette. This subject went

to sleep with her property under her pillow ;
but the

explanations that on the morrow were inevitably more

complete with Mrs. Beale than they had been with her

humble friend found a climax in a surrender also more

becomingly free. There were explanations indeed that

Mrs. Beale had to give as well as to ask, and the most

striking of these was to the effect that it was dreadful for a

little girl to take money from a woman who was simply the

vilest of their sex. The sovereigns were examined with

some attention, the result of which, however, was to make
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Mrs. Beale desire to know what, if one really went into the

matter, they could be called but the wages of sin. Her

companion went into it merely to the point of inquiring"

what then they were to do with them
; on which Mrs.

Beale, who had by this time put them into her pocket,

replied with dignity and with her hand on the place :

" We're to send them back on the spot!" Susan, the

child soon afterwards learnt, had been invited to contribute

to this act of restitution her one appropriated coin ;
but a

closer clutch of the treasure showed in her private assur-

ance to Maisie that there was a limit to the way she could

be " done." Maisie had been open with Mrs. Beale about

the whole of last night's transaction
;
but she now found

herself on the part of their indignant inferior a recipient

of remarks that she must feel to be scaring secrets. One
of these bore upon the extraordinary hour—it was three in

the morning if she really wanted to know—at which Mrs.

Beale had re-entered the house ; another, in accents as to

which Maisie's criticism was still intensely tacit, character-

ised that lady's appeal as such a "
gime," such a " shime "

as one had never had to put up with ; a third treated with

some vigour the question of the enormous sums due

below stairs, in every department, for gratuitous labour

and wasted zeal. Our young lady's consciousness was

indeed mainly filled for several days with the apprehension
created by the too slow subsidence of her attendant's sense

of wrong. These days would be exciting indeed if an out-

break in the kitchen should crown them ; and to promote
that prospect she had more than one glimpse through
Susan's eyes of forces making for an earthquake. To
listen to Susan was to gather that the spark applied to the

inflammables and already causing them to crackle was

the circumstance of one's being called a horrid low thief

for refusing to part with one's own.

The redeeming point of this tension was, on the fifth

day, that it actually appeared to have had to do with a
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breathless perception in our heroine's breast that scarcely

more as the centre of Sir Claude's than as that of Susan's

energies she had soon after breakfast been conveyed
from London to Folkestone and established at a lovely

hotel. These agents, before her wondering eyes, had

combined to carry through the adventure and to give it the

air of having owed its success to the fact that Mrs. Beale

had, as Susan said, but just stepped out. When Sir Claude,

watch in hand, had met this fact with the exclamation

"Then pack Miss Farange and come off with us !

"
there

had ensued on the stairs a series ot gymnastics of a

nature to bring Miss Farange's heart into her mouth. She

sat with Sir Claude in a four-wheeler while he still held his

watch ; held it longer than any doctor who had ever felt

her pulse ; long enough to give her a vision of something

like the ecstasy oi' neglecting such an opportunity to show

impatience. The ecstasy had begun in the schoolroom

and over the Berceuse, quite in the manner of the same

foretaste on the day, a little while back, when Susan had

panted up and she herself, after the hint about the

duchess, had sailed down ; for what harm then had there

been in drops and disappointments if she could still have,

even only a moment, the sensation of such a name
"
brought up ?

"
It had remained with her that her father

had told her that she would some day be in the street, but

it clearly wouldn't be this day, and she felt justified of her

erence as soon as her visitor had set Susan in motion

and laid his hand, while she waited with him, kindly on Ik 1

own. That was what the Captain, in Kensington Gardens,

had done ; her present situation reminded her a little of

that one and renewed the dim wonder of the way in which,

from the first, such pats and pulls had struck her as the

steps and signs of other people's business and even a little

as the wriggle or the overflow of their difficulties. What
had failed her and what had frightened her on the night of

the Exhibition lost themselves at present alike in the im-
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pression that what would come from Sir Claude was too

big to come all at once. Any awe that might have sprung
from his air of leaving out her stepmother was corrected

by the force of a general rule, the odd truth that if Mrs.

Beale now never came nor went without making her think

of him, it was not, to balance that, the main character of

his own contact to appear to be a reference to Mrs. Beale.

To be with Sir Claude was to think of Sir Claude, and that

law governed Maisie's mind until, through a sudden lurch

of the cab, which had at last taken in Susan and ever so

many bundles and almost reached Charing Cross, it popped

again somehow into her dizzy head the long-lost image of

Mrs. Wix.

It was singular, but from this time she understood and

she followed, followed with the sense of an ample filling-

out of any void created by symptoms of avoidance and of

flight. Her ecstasy was a thing that had yet more of a

face than of a back to turn, a pair of eyes still directed to

Mrs. Wix even after the slight surprise of their not finding

her, as the journey expanded, either at the London station

or at the Folkestone hotel. It took few hours to make
the child feel that if she was in neither of these places she

was at least everywhere else. Maisie had known all along
a great deal, but never so much as she was to know from

this moment on and as she learned in particular during
the couple of days that she was to hang in the air, as it

were, over the sea which represented in breezy blueness

and with a summer charm a crossing of more spaces than

the Channel. It was granted her at this time to arrive at

divinations so ample that I shall have no room for the

goal if I attempt to trace the stages ; as to which there-

fore I must be content to say that the fullest expression
we may give to Sir Claude's conduct is a poor and pale

copy of the picture it presented to his young friend.

Abruptly, that morning, he had yielded to the action of the

idea pumped into him for weeks by Mrs. Wix on lines of
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approach that she had been capable of the extraordinary

art of preserving from entanglement with the tine network

of his relations with Mrs. Beale. The breath of her

.sincerity, blowing without a break, had puffed him up to

the flight by which, in the decree I have indicated, Maisie

too was carried olV her feet. This consisted in neither

more nor less than the brave stroke of his getting off from

Mrs. Beale as well as from his wife—of making with the

child straight for some such foreign land as would .^ive a

support to Mrs. Wix's dream that she might still see his

errors renounced and his delinquencies redeemed. It

would all be a sacrifice— under eyes that would miss no

faintest shade -to what even the strange frequent.

of her ladyship's earlier period used to call the real good
o( the little unfortunate. Maisie's head held a suspicion

of much that, during the last long interval, had confusedly,

but quite candidly, come and gone in his own ; a glimp
almost awe-stricken in its gratitude, of the miracle her

old governess had wrought. That functionary could not

in this connection have been more impressive, even at

second-hand, if she had been a prophetess with an open
scroll or some ardent abbess speaking with the lips ol~ the

Church. She had chin-' day by day to their plastic

associate, plying him with her deep, narrow passion,

doing her simple utmost to convert him, and so inspiring

him that he had at last really embraced his fine chance.

That the chance was not delusive was sufficiently irua-

ranteed by the completeness with which he could finally

figure it out that, in case c( his taking action, neither

Ida nor Beale, whose book, on each side, it would only too

well suit, would make any sort of row.

It sounds, no doubt, too penetrating, but it was by no

means all through Sir Claude's betrayals that Maisie \

able to piece together the beauty oi the special influence

through which, for such stretches o( time, he had refined

upon propriety by keeping, so tar as possible, his senti-
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mental interests distinct. She had ever of course in her

mind fewer names than conceptions, but it was only with

this drawback that she now made out her companion's
absences to have had for their ground that he was the

lover of her stepmother and that the lover of her step-
mother could scarce logically pretend to a superior right
to look after her. Maisie had by this time embraced the

implication of a kind of natural divergence between lovers

and little girls. It was just this indeed that could throw

light on the probable contents of the pencilled note

deposited on the hall-table in the Regent's Park and
which would greet Mrs. Beale on her return. Maisie

freely figured it as provisionally jocular in tone, even

though to herself on this occasion Sir Claude turned a

graver face than he had shown in any crisis but that of

putting her into the cab when she had been horrid to him
after her parting with the Captain. He might really be

embarrassed, but he would be sure, to her view, to have

muffled in some bravado of pleasantry the disturbance

produced at her father's by the removal of a valued

servant. Not that there wasn't a great deal too that

wouldn't be in the note—a great deal for which a more
comfortable place was Maisie's light little brain, where it

hummed away hour after hour and caused the first out-

look at Folkestone to swim in a softness of colour and
sound. It became clear in this medium that her step-
father had really now only to take into account his

entanglement with Mrs. Beale. Wasn't he at last dis-

entangled from every one and everything else ? The
obstacle to the rupture pressed upon him by Mrs. Wix in

the interest of his virtue would be simply that he was in

love, or rather, to put it more precisely, that Mrs. Beale

nad left him no doubt of the degree in which she was.

She was so much so as to have succeeded in making him

accept for a time her infatuated grasp of him and even to

some extent the idea of what they yet might do together
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with a little diplomacy and a good deal of patience. 1

may not even answer for it thai I I ie was not aware of

how. in this, Mrs. Beale failed to share his all but ir.
-

mountable distaste for their allowing their little charge to

breathe the air of their gross irregularity
—his contention,

in a word, that they should either cease to be irregular or

cease to be parental. Their little charge, for herself, had

long ago adopted the view that Wix had at one

time not thought prohi coarse—the view that she

after all, as a little charge, morally at home in atmo-

spheres it would be appalling to analyse. If Mr-

ever, ultimately appalled, had now set her heart on

strong measur isie, as I have intimated, could also

work round both to the reasons for them and to the quite

other reasons for that lady's not, as yet at least, appearing

in them at first hand.

Oh, decidedly, I shall never get you to believe the

number of things she saw and the number of secrets she

vered ! Why in the world, for instance, ecu.

Sir Claude have kept it from her—except on the hypoth

of his not caring to—that, when you came to look at it

and so far as a question of vested interests, he had

e as much right in her as her stepmother and a right

that Mrs. Beale was in no position to dispute? He failed

at all events of any such successful ambigui: :>uld

keep her, when once they began to look across at France,

from regarding even wh least explain

the spirit of their old happy times, their rai and

.ditions in the easier, better da] .eir fir.-
-

ance. Never before had she had so the sense of
\

him

a lead for the sort of treatment of what \

that would best carry it off, or of his being grateful to her

for meeting him so much in thu S :net him

literally at the very point where Mrs. Beale was most I

reckoned with, the point of die jealousy thai

that lady and of the need of their keeping it as
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possible obscure to her that poor Mrs. Wix had still a

hand. Yes, she met him too in the truth of the matter that,

as her stepmother had had no one else to be jealous of,

she had made up for so gross a privation by directing the

sentiment to a moral influence. Sir Claude appeared

absolutely to convey in a wink that a moral influence that

could pull a String was after all a moral influence that

could have its eyes scratched out ; and that, this being the

case, there was somebody they couldn't afford to expose
before they should see a little better what Mrs. Beale was

likely to do. Maisie, true enough, had not to put it into

words to rejoin, in the coffee-room, at luncheon :
" What

can she do but come to you if papa does take a step that

will amount to legal desertion ?
"

Neither had he then, in

answer, to articulate anything but the jollity of their

having found a table at a window from which, as they

partook of cold beef and apollinaris
—for he hinted they

would have to save lots of money, they could let their

eyes hover tenderly on the far-off white cliffs that so often

had signalled to the embarrassed English a promise of

safety. Maisie stared at them as if she might really make
out after a little a queer, dear figure perched on them—a

figure as to which she had already the subtle sense that,

wherever perched, it would be the very oddest yet seen in

France. But it was at least as exciting to feel where
Mrs. Wix wasn't as it would have been to know where

she was, and if she wasn't yet at Boulogne this only
thickened the plot.

If she was not to be seen that day, however, the evening
was marked by an apparition before which, none the less,

the savour of suspense folded on the spot its wings.

Adjusting her respirations and attaching, under dropped
lashes, all her thoughts to a smartness of frock and frill

for which she could reflect that she had not appealed in

vain to a loyalty in Susan Ash triumphant over the nice

things their feverish flight had left behind, Maisie spent
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on a bench in the garden of the hotel the half-hour before

dinner, that mysterious ceremony of the tabic cThdle for

which she had prepared with a punctuality of flutter.

Sir Claude, beside her, was occupied with a cigarette and

the afternoon papers ;
and though the hotel was full the

garden showed the particular void that ensues upon the

sound of the dressing-bell. She had almost had time to

weary of the human scene ; her own humanity at any

rate, in the shape of a smutch on her scanty skirt, had held

her so long that as soon as she raised her eyes they rested

on a high, fair drapery by which smutches were put to

shame and which had glided towards her over the grass
without her noting its rustle. She followed up its stiff

sheen—up and up from the ground, where it had stopped
—till at the end of a considerable journey her impression

felt the shock o( the fixed face which, surmounting it,

seetr.ed to offer the climax of the dressed condition.
"
Why, mamma !" she cried the next instant—cried in a

tone that, as she sprang to her feet, brought Sir Claude to

his own beside her and gave her ladyship, a few yards

off, the advantage of their momentary confusion. Poor

Maisie's was immense ; her mother's drop had the effect

of one of the iron shutters that, in evening walks with

Susan Ash, she had seen suddenly, at the touch of a spring,

rattle down over shining shopfronts. The light of foreign

travel was darkened at a stroke
;
she had a horrible sense

that they were caught ;
and for the first time in her life in

Ida's presence she so far translated an impulse into an

invidious act as to clutch straight at the hand of her

responsible confederate. It didn't help her that he appeared
at first equally hushed with horror

; a minute during

which, in the empty garden, with its long shadows on the

lawn, its blue sea over the hedge and its startled peace in

the air, both her elders remained as stiff as tall tumblers

filled to the brim and held straight for fear of a spill. At

last, in a tone that in its unexpected softness enriched
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the whole surprise, her mother said to Sir Claude :
" Do

you mind at all my speaking to her ?
"

" Oh no
;
do you ?

" His reply was so long- in coming
that Maisie was the first to find the right note.

He laughed as he seemed to take it from her, and she
felt a sufficient concession in his manner of addressing
their visitor. " How in the world did you know we were
here ?

"

His wife, at this, came the rest of the way and sat down
on the bench with a hand laid on her daughter, whom she

gracefully drew to her and in whom, at her touch, the
fear just kindled gave a second jump, but now in quite
another direction. Sir Claude, on the further side, re-

sumed his seat and his newspapers, and the three grouped
themselves like a family party ; his connection, in the
oddest way in the world, almost cynically and in a flash

acknowledged, and the mother patting the child into con-
formities unspeakable. Maisie could already feel that it

was not Sir Claude and she who were caught. She had
the positive sense of catching their relative, catching her
in the act of getting rid of her burden with a finality that

showed her as unprecedentedly relaxed. Oh yes, the fear

had dropped, and she had never been so irrevocably parted
with as in the pressure of possession now supremely exerted

by Ida's long-gloved and much-bangled arm. "
I went to

the Regent's Park"—this was presently her ladyship's
answer to Sir Claude.
" Do you mean to-day?"
"This morning ; just after your own call there. That's

how I found you out
; that's what has brought me."

Sir Claude considered and Maisie waited. "Whom
then did you see ?

"

Ida gave a sound of indulgent mockery.
"

I like your
scare. I know your game. I didn't see the person I

risked seeing, but I had been ready to take my chance
of her." She addressed herself to Maisie; she had en-
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circled her more closely.
"

1 asked for you, my dear,

but I saw no one but a dirty parlourmaid. She was
red in the face with the great things that, as she told

me, had just happened in the absence of her mistn
and she luckily had the sense to have made out the

place to which Sir Claude had come to take you. If

he hadn't given a false scent I should find you here :

that was the supposition on which I've proceeded." Ida

had never been so explicit about proceeding or supposing,
and Maisie, drinking this in, was aware that Sir Claude
shared her fine impression of it.

"
I wanted to see you,"

his wife continued,
" and now you can judge of the trouble

I've taken. I had everything to do in town to-day, but I

managed to get off."

Maisie and her companion, for a moment, did justice
to this achievement

; but Maisie was the first to express
it.

" I'm glad you wanted to see me, mamma." Then,
after a concentration more deep and with a plunge more
brave :

" A little more and you'd have been too late." It

stuck in her throat, but she brought it out :

" We're going
to France."

Ida was magnificent : Ida kissed her on the forehead.

"That's just what I thought likely; it made me decide

to run down. I fancied that in spite of your scramble

you'd wait to oross, and it added to the reason I have

for seeing you."
Maisie wondered intensely what the reason could be,

but she knew ever so much better than to ask. She
was slightly surprised indeed to perceive that Sir Claude

didn't, and to hear him immediately inquire: "What in

the name bfgoodness can you have to say to her?"
His tone was not exactly rude, but it was impatient enough

to make his wife's response a fresh specimen of the new-

softness. "
That, my dear man, is all my own business."

"Do you mean," Sir Claude asked,
" that you wish me

to leave you with he
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"Yes, if you'll be so good; that's the extraordinary

request I take the liberty of making." Her ladyship

had dropped to a mildness of irony by which, for a

moment, poor Maisie was mystified and charmed, puzzled

with a glimpse of something that in all the years had at

intervals peeped out. Ida smiled at Sir Claude with the

strange air she had on such occasions of defying an inter-

locutor to keep it up as long ; her huge eyes, her red lips,

the intense marks in her face formed an illumination as

distinct and public as a lamp set in a window. The

child seemed quite to see in it the very lamp that had

lighted her path : she suddenly found herself reflecting

that it was no wonder the gentlemen were guided. This

must have been the way mamma had first looked at Sir

Claude ;
it brought back the lustre of the time they had

outlived. It must have been the way she looked also

at Mr. Perriam and Lord Eric
;
above all, it contributed

in Maisie's mind to a completer view of the Captain.

Our young lady grasped this idea with a quick lifting

of the heart
;

there was a stillness during which her

mother flooded her with a wealth of support to the

Captain's striking tribute. This stillness remained long

enough unbroken to represent that Sir Claude too might

literally be struggling again with the element that had

originally upset him ;
so that Maisie quite hoped he would

at least say something to show a recognition that she

could be charming.

What he presently said was : "Are you putting up for

the night?"
His wife hesitated. " Not here—I've come from Dover."

Over Maisie's head, at this, they still faced each other.

"You spend the night there?"

"Yes, I brought some things. I went to the hotel and

hastily arranged ;
then I caught the train that whisked me

on here. You see what a day I've had of it."

The statement may surprise, but these were really as
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obliging if not as lucid words as, into her daughter's ears

at least, Ida's lips had ever dropped ; and there was a quick
desire in the daughter that for the hour at any rate they
should duly be welcomed as a ground of intercourse.

Certainly mamma had a charm which, when turned on,

became a large explanation ; and the only danger now in

.in impulse to applaud it would be that of appearing to

s ;

gnalise its rarity. Maisie, however, risked the peril in

the geniality of an admission that Ida had indeed had a

rush
; and she invited Sir Claude to expose himself by

agreeing with her that the rush had been even worse than

theirs. He appeared to meet this appeal by saying with

detachment enough :

" You go back there to-night?"
" Oh yes—there are plenty of trains."

Again Sir Claude hesitated ; it would have been hard to

say if the child, between them, more connected or divided

them. Then he brought out quietly :

"
It will be late for

you to knock about. I'll see you over."
" Vou needn't trouble, thank you. I think you won't

deny that I can help myself and that it isn't the first time

in my dreadful life that I've somehow managed it." Save

for this allusion to her dreadful life they talked there,

Maisie noted, as if they were only rather superficial friends ;

a special effect that she had often wondered at before in the

midst of what she supposed to be intimacies. This effect

wis augmented by the almost casual manner in which her

ladyship went on : "I daresay I shall go abroad."
" From Dover do you mean, straight?

"

"How straight 1 can't say. I'm excessively ill." This for

a minute struck Maisie as but a part of the conversation ;

at the end of which time she became aware that it ought to

strike her—as it apparently didn't strike Sir Claude- as a

part of something graver. It helped her to twist nearer.
"

111, mamma—really ill ?
"

She regretted her "
really

"
as soon as she had spoken it ;

but there couldn't be a better proof of her mother's present

II
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polish than that Ida showed no gleam of a temper to take

it up. She had taken up at other times much tinier things.

She only pressed Maisie's head against her bosom and said :

"
Shockingly, my dear. I must go to that new place."
" What new place?

"
Sir Claude inquired.

Ida thought, but couldn't recall it.
" Oh,

'

Chose,' don't

you know ?—where every one goes. I want some proper
treatment. It's all I've ever asked for on earth. But that's

not what I came to say."

Sir Claude, in silence, folded one by one his newspapers ;

then he rose and stood whacking the palm of his hand with

the bundle. " You'll stop and dine with us ?
"

" Dear no—I can't dine at this sort of hour. I ordered

dinner at Dover."

Her ladyship's tone in this one instance showed a certain

superiority to those conditions in which her daughter had

artlessly found Folkestone a paradise. It was yet not so

crushing as to nip in the bud the eagerness with which the

latter broke out: "But won't you at least have a cup
of tea?"

Ida kissed her again on the brow. "Thanks, love. I

had tea before coming." She raised her eyes to Sir Claude.

"She is sweet!" He made no more answer than if he

didn't agree ; but Maisie was at ease about that and was
still taken up with the joy of this happier pitch of their talk,

which put more and more of a meaning into the Captain's

version of her ladyship and literally kindled a conjecture

that this admirer might, over there at the other place, be

waiting for her to dine. Was the same conjecture in Sir

Claude's mind? He partly puzzled her, if it had risen

there, by the slight perversity with which he returned to

a question that his wife evidently thought she had dis-

posed of.

He whacked his hand again with his papers. "I had

really much better take you."

"And leave Maisie here alone?"



Wll \ I MAISIE KNEW

Mamma so cli irly didn't want it that Maisie leaped at

the vision of a Captain who had seen her on from Dover

and who, while he waited to take her back, would be

hovering
-

just at the same distance at which, in Kensington

Gardens, the companion of his walk had herself hovered.

Of course, however, instead of breathing any such guess
She let Sir Claude reply ; all the more that his reply could

contribute so much to her own present grandeur. "She
v on't be .done when she has a maid in attendance."

Maisie had never before had so much of a retinue, and

she waited also to enjoy the effect of it on her ladyship.
" You mean the woman you brought from town?'' Ida

considered. "The person at the house spoke of her in a

way that scarcely made her out company for my child.''

Her tone was that her child had never wanted, in her hands,

for prodigious company. But she as distinctly continued

to decline Sir Claude's. "Don't be an old goose," she

said charmingly.
" Let us alone."

In front of them on the grass he looked graver than

Maisie at all now thought the occasion warranted. "
I

don't see why you can't say it before me."

His wife smoothed one of her daughter's curls. "
Say

what, dear ?
"

"
Why, what you came to say."

At this Maisie at last interposed : she appealed to Sir

Claude. " Do let her say it to me."

He looked hard for a moment at his little friend. " How-

do you know what she may say?"
" She must risk it," Ida remarked.

"1 only want to protect you," he continued to the

child.

" You want to protect yourself— that's what you mean,'
his wife replied.

" Don't be afraid. I won't touch you."
"She won't touch you—she won't/" Maisie declared.

She felt by this time that she could really answer for it,

and something of the emotion with which she had listened
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to the Captain came back to her. It made her so happy
and so secure that she could positively patronise mamma.
She did so in the Captain's very language.

" She's good,
she's good !

"
she proclaimed.

"Oh Lord!"—Sir Claude, at this, let himself go. He

appeared to have emitted some sound of derision that was

smothered, to Maisie's ears, by her being again embraced

by his wife. Ida released her and held her off a little,

looking at her with a very queer face. Then the child

became aware that their companion had left them and that

from the face in question a confirmatory remark had

proceeded.
"

I am good, love," said her ladyship.

'
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A GOOD deal of the rest of Ida's visit was devoted to

explaining', as it were, so extraordinary a statement. This

explanation was more copious than any she had yet

indulged in, and as the summer twilight gathered and she

kept her child in the garden she was conciliatory to a

thai let her need to arrange things a little percep-

tibly peep out. It was not merely that she explained ; she

almost conversed; all that was wanting to that was that

she should have positively chattered a little less. It was

really the occasion of Maisie's lite on which her mother was

to have most to so) to her. That alone was an implication

of generosity and virtue, and no great stretch was required

to make our young lady feel that she should best meet her

and soonest have it over by simply seeming struck with the

propriety of her contention. They sat together while the

parent's gloved hand sometimes rested sociably on the

child's and sometimes gave a corrective pull to a ribbon

too meagre or a tre^s too thick
;
and Maisie was conscious

of the effort to keep out of her eyes the wonder with which

they were occasionally moved to blink. Oh, there would

have been things to blink at if one had let one's self go ;

and it was lucky they were alone together, without Sir

Claude or Mrs. Wix or even Mrs. Beale to catch an

imprudent glan< Though profuse and prolonged her

ladyship was not exhaustively lucid, and her account of

her situation, so far as it could be called descriptive, was

a muddle of inconsequent things, bruised fruit of an
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occasion she had rather too lightly affronted. None of

them were really thought out and some were even not

wholly insincere. It was as if she had asked outright what
better proof could have been wanted of her goodness and
her greatness than just this marvellous consent to give up
what she had so cherished. It was as if she had said in so

many words: "There have been things between us—
between Sir Claude and me—which I needn't go into, you
little nuisance, because you wouldn't understand them."

It suited her to convey that Maisie had been kept, so far as

she was concerned or could imagine, in a holy ignorance
and that she must take for granted a supreme simplicity.

She turned this way and that in the predicament she had

sought and from which she could neither retreat with

grace nor emerge with credit : she draped herself in the

tatters of her impudence, postured to her utmost before the

last little triangle of cracked glass to which so many
fractures had reduced the polished plate of filial superstition.

If neither Sir Claude nor Mrs. Wix was there this was

perhaps all the more a pity : the scene had a style of its

own that would have qualified it for presentation, especially

at such a moment as that of her letting it betray that she

quite did think her wretched offspring better placed with

Sir Claude than in her own soiled hands. There was at

any rate nothing scant either in her admissions or her per-

versions, the mixture of her fear of what Maisie might un-

discoverably think and of the support she at the same time

gathered from a necessity of selfishness and a habit of

brutality. This habit flushed through the merit she now
made, in terms explicit, of not having come to Folkestone

to kick up a vulgar row. She had not come to box any
ears or to bang any doors or even to use any language :

she had come at the worst to lose the thread of her areru-

ment in an occasional dumb, disgusted twitch of the

toggery in which Mrs. Beale's low domestic had had the

impudence to serve up Miss Farange. She checked all
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criticism, not committing herself even as much as about

those missing comforts of the schoolroom on which Mrs.

Wix had presumed.
"

I am good—I'm crazily, I'm criminally good. But it

won't do for you any more, and if I've ceased to contend

with him, and with you too, who have made most of the

trouble between us, it's for reasons that you'll understand

one of these days but too well—one of these days when I

hope you'll know what it is to have lost a mother. I'm

;.wfully ill, but you mustn't ask me anything about it. If

I don't get off somewhere my doctor won't answer for the

consequences. He's stupefied at what I've borne—he says

ii has been put on me because I was formed to suffer. I'm

thinking of South Africa, but that's none of your business.

You must take your choice—you can't ask me questions if

you're so ready to give me up. No, I won't tell you ; you
can find out for yourself. South Africa is wonderful, they

say, and if I do go it must be to give it a fair trial. It

must be either one thing or the other
;

if he takes you, you

know, he takes you. I've struck my last blow for you ; I

can follow you no longer from pillar to post. I must live

for myself at last, while there's still a handful left of me.

I'm very, very ill ; I'm very, very tired ; I'm very, very

determined. There you have it. Make the most of it.

Your frock is too filthy ; but I came to sacrifice myself."

Maisie looked at the peccant places ;
there were moments

when it was a relief to her to drop her eyes even on anything

50 sordid. All her interviews, all her ordeals with her

mother had, as she had grown older, seemed to ha\ .

before any other, the hard quality of duration ;
but longer

than any, strangely, were these minutes offered to her as so

pacific and so agreeably winding up the connection. It

was her anxiety that made them long, her fear o\ some

hitch, some check of the current, one oi her ladyship's

famous quick jumps. She held her breath ; she only

wanted, by playing into her visitor's hands, to see the
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thing through. But her impatience itself made at instants

the whole situation swim ;
there were things Ida said which

she perhaps didn't hear, and there were things she heard

that Ida perhaps didn't say. "You're all I have, and yet

I'm capable of this. Your father wishes you were dead—
that, my dear, is what your father wishes. You'll have to

get used to it as I've done—I mean to his wishing thsLtTm

dead. At all events you see for yourself how wonderful I

am to Sir Claude. He wishes me dead quite as much ;

and I'm sure that if making me scenes about you could have

killed me—— !

"
It was the mark of Ida's eloquence that she

started more hares than she followed, and she gave but a

glance in the direction of this one ; going on to say that

the very proof of her treating her husband like an angel

was that he had just stolen off not to be fairly shamed.

She spoke as if he had retired on tiptoe, as he might have

withdrawn from a place of worship in which he was not fit

to be present.
" You'll never know what I've been through

about you—never, never, never. I spare you everything,

as I always have ; though I daresay you know things that,

if I did (I mean if you knew them) would make me—well,

no matter ! You're old enough at any rate to know there

are a lot of things I don't say that I easily might ; though

it would do me good, I assure you, to have spoken my
mind for once in my life. I don't speak of your father's

infamous wife : that may give you a notion of the way I'm

letting you off. When I say
'

you
'

I mean your precious

friends and backers. If you don't do justice to my for-

bearing, out of delicacy, to mention, just as a last word,

about your stepfather, a little fact or two of a kind that

really I should only have to mention to shine myself in

comparison and after every calumny like pure gold : if

you don't do me that justice you'll never do me justice at

all !
"

Maisie's desire to show what justice she did her had by

this time become so intense as to have brought with it an
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inspiration. The great effect of their encounter had been

to confirm her sense oi~ being launched with Sir Claude, to

make it rich and full beyond anything she had dreamed,
and everything now conspired to surest that a single soft

touch of her small hand would complete the good work and
set her ladyship so promptly and majestically afloat as to

leave the great .seaway clear for the morrow. This v

the more the case as her hand had for some moments been

rendered free by a marked manoeuvre of both of her

mother's. One of these capricious members had fumbled
with visible impatience in some backward depth of draperv
and had presently reappeared with a small article in

its grasp. The act had a significance for a little person

trained, in that relation, from an early age, to keep an i

on manual motions, and its possible bearing was not

darkened by the memory of the handful of gold that Susan
Ash would never, never believe Mrs. Beale had sent back—
11 not she

; she's too false and too greedy !

"—to the muni-
ficent Countess. To have guessed, none the less, that her

ladyship's purse might be the real figure oi the object
extracted from the rustling covert of her rear—this suspi-

i gave on the spot to the child's eyes a direction care-

fully distant. It added moreover to the optimism that for

an hour could ruffle the surface of her deep diplomacv,
it to the point of making her forget that she had

never been safe unless she had also been stupid. She in

forgot her habitual caution in her impulse to adopt
her ladyship's practical interests and show her ladyship
hou perfectly she understood them. She saw without

looking that her mother pressed a little clasp ;
heat

without wanting to the sharp click that marked the closing

portemonnaie from which something had been taken.

What this was she just didn't see ; it was not too substan-

tial to be locked with ease in the fold o( her ladyship's

fingers. Nothing was less new to Maisie than the art of

not thinking singly, so that at this instant she could both
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bring out what was on her tongue's end and weigh, as to

the object in her mother's palm, the question of its being a

sovereign against the question of its being a shilling. No
sooner had she begun to speak than she saw that within a

few seconds this question would have been settled : she

had foolishly checked the rising words of the little speech of

presentation to which, under the circumstances, even such

a high pride as Ida's had had to give some thought. She

had checked it completely
—that was the next thing she

felt : the note she sounded brought into her companion's

eyes a look that quickly enough seemed at variance with

presentations.
"That was what the Captain said to me that day,

mamma. I think it would have given you pleasure to hear

the way he spoke of you."
The pleasure, Maisie could now in consternation reflect,

would have been a long time coming if it had come no

faster than the response evoked by her allusion to it. Her

mother gave her one of the looks that slammed the door in

her face ;
never in a career of unsuccessful experiments

had Maisie had to take such a stare. It reminded her of

the way that once, at one of the lectures in Glower Street,

something in a big jar that, amid an array of strange

glasses and bad smells, had been promised as a beautiful

yellow was produced as a beautiful black. She had been

sorry on that occasion for the lecturer, but she was at this

moment sorrier for herself. Oh, nothing had ever made for

twinges like mamma's manner of saying :
" The Captain ?

What Captain ?
"

" Why, when we met you in the Gardens—the one who

took me to sit with him. That was exactly what he

said."

Ida met her so far as to appear for an instant to pick up

a lost thread. "What on earth did he say ?
"

Maisie faltered supremely, but supremely she brought it

out. " What you say, mamma—that you're so good."
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" What '

I
'

say ?
"

[da slowly rose, keeping her eyes on

her child, and the hand that had busied itself in her purse
conformed at her side and amid the folds of her dress to ; t

certain stiffening of the arm. "
I say you're a precious

idiot, and I won't have you put words into my mouth !

"

This was much more peremptory than a mere contradiction.

Maisie could only feel on the spot that everything had
broken short oil and that their communication had abruptly
ceased. That came out as Ida went on. "What business

have you to speak to me of him ?
"

Her daughter turned scarlet. "
I thought you liked him."

"Him!—the biggest cad in London!" Her ladyship
towered again, and in the gathering dusk the whites of

her eves were hu<re.

Maisie's own, however, could by this time pretty well

match them ; and she had at least now, with the first

flare of anger that had ever yet lighted her face for a \o<-,

the sense of looking up quite as hard as anyone could look

down. "
Well, he was kind about you then ; he was,

and it made me like him. He said things—they were

beautiful, they were, they were!" She was almost capable
of the violence of forcing this home, for even in the midst

of her surge of passion— ol' which in fact it was a part—
there rose in her a fear, a pain, a vision ominous, pre-

cocious, of what it might mean for her mother's fate to

have forfeited such a loyalty as that. There was literally

an instant in which Maisie fully saw—saw madness and de-

solation, saw ruin and darkness and death. " I've thought
of him often since, and 1 hoped it was with him—with

him "
Here, in her emotion, it tailed her, the breath

of her filial hope.
But Ida got it out ol' her. "You hoped, you little

horror ?"

"That it was he who's at Dover, that it was he who's

to take you. I mean to South Africa," Maisie said with

another drop.
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Ida's stupefaction, on this, kept her silent unnaturally

long, so long
- that her daughter could not only wonder

what was coming, but perfectly measure the decline of

every symptom of her liberality. She loomed there in

her grandeur, merely dark and dumb ; her wrath was

clearly still, as it had always been, a thing of resource

and variety. What Maisie least expected of it was by
this law what now occurred. It melted, in the summer

twilight, gradually into pity, and the pity after a little

found a cadence, to which the renewed click of her purse

gave an accent. She had put back what she had taken

out. "You're a dreadful, dismal, deplorable little thing,"
she murmured. And with this she turned back and rustled

away over the lawn.

After she had disappeared Maisie dropped upon the

bench again and for some time, in the empty garden and
the deeper dusk, sat and stared at the image her flight had

still left standing. It had ceased to be her mother only,

in the strangest way, that it might become her father, the

father of whose wish that she were dead the announce-

ment still lingered in the air. It was a presence with

vague edges—it continued to front her, to cover her.

But what reality that she need reckon with did it represent
if Mr. Farange were, on his side, also going off—going
off to America with the Countess, or even only to Spa ?

That question had from the house a sudden gay answer in

the great roar of a gong, and at the same moment she

saw Sir Claude look out for her from the wide, lighted

doorway. At this she went to him, and he came forward

and met her on the lawn. For a minute she was with him

there in silence, as, just before, at the last, she had been

with her mother.

"She's gone?"
"She's gone."

Nothing more, for the instant, passed between them but

to move together to the house, where, in the hall, he
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indulged in one ol those sudden pleasantries with which,

to the delight of his stepdaughter, his native animatii

abounded. "Will Miss Farangt do me the honour to

pi my ai m ?
"

There was nothing in all her days that Mi s Farai

had accepted with such bliss, a bright, rich element that

Boated them together to their feast ; before they reached

which, however, she uttered, in the spirit of a glad young

lady taken in to her first dinner, a sociable word that made

him .stop short. " She goes to South Afru

"To South Africa?" His face, for a moment, seemed

to swing for a jump ;
the next it took its spring- into the

extreme of hilarity. "Is that what she said?
"

"Oh yes, quite distinctly. For the climate."

Sir Claude was now looking at a young woman with

black hair, i red frock and a tiny terrier tucked under her

elbow. She swept past them on her way to the dining-

room, leaving an impression of a strong scent which

mingled, amid the clatter oi' the place, with the hot aroma

ol (oo<\. lie had become a little graver ; he still stopped

to talk.
"

1 see— I see." Other people brushed by ; he was

not too grave to notice them. "Did she say anything else ?
"

" Oh yes, a lot more."

On this he met her eyes again with some intensity, but

only repeated :

"
1 see— I see."

Maisie had still her own vision, which she brought out.

"
1 thought she was going to give me something."
" What kind of a thing?"
"Some money that she took out of her purse and then

put back."

Sir Claude's amusement reappeared. "She though!
better of it. Dear thrifty soul ! How much did she make

by that manoeuvre ?
"

Maisie considered. "
I didn't see. It was very small."

Sir Claude threw back his head. " Do you mean very

little? Sixpence?"
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Maisie resented this almost as if, at dinner, she were

already bandying jokes with an agreeable neighbour.
" It

may have been a sovereign."
" Or even," Sir Claude suggested, "a ten-pound note."

She flushed at this sudden picture of what she perhaps had

lost, and he made it more vivid by adding :
" Rolled up in

a tight little ball, you know—her way of treating bank-

notes as if they were curl-papers !

"
Maisie's flash deep-

ened both with the immense plausibility of this and with a

fresh wave of the consciousness that was always there to

remind her of his cleverness—the consciousness of how

immeasurably more after all he knew about mamma than

she. She had lived with her so many times without dis-

covering the material of her curl-papers or assisting at any
other of her dealings with bank-notes. The tight little

ball had at any rate rolled away from her for ever—quite

like one of the other balls that Ida's cue used to send

flying. Sir Claude gave her his arm again and by the time

she was seated at table she had perfectly made up her

mind as to the amount of the sum she had forfeited.

Everything about her, however—the crowded room, the

bedizened banquet, the savour of dishes, the drama of

figures
—ministered to the joy of life. After dinner she

smoked with her friend—for that was exactly what she felt

she did—on a porch, a kind of terrace, where the red tips

of cigars and the light dresses of ladies made, under the

happy stars, a poetry that was almost intoxicating. They
talked but little, and she was slightly surprised at his

asking for no more news of what her mother had said ; but

she had no need of talk, for it seemed to her that without

it her sense of everything overflowed. They smoked and

smoked, and there was a sweetness in her stepfather's

silence. At last he said :
" Let us take another turn—but

you must go to bed soon. Oh, you know, we're going to

have a system !

" Their turn was back into the garden,

along the dusky paths from which they could see the black
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masts and the red lights of boats and hear the calls and

cries that evidently had to do with happy foreign travel ;

and their system was once more to get on beautifully in this

further lounge without a definite exchange. Vet he finally

spoke—he broke out as he tossed away the match from

which he had taken a fresh light : "I must go for a stroll.

I'm in a fidget
—

I must walk it off." She fell in with this

he tell in with everything ; on which he went on

"You go up to Miss Ash"— it was the name they had

started; "you must see she's not in mischief. Can you
li; d your way alone ?

"

"Oh yes; I've been up and down seven times." She

positively enjoyed the prospect of an eighth.

Still they didn't separate ; they stood smoking together
under the stars. Then at last Sir Claude produced it.

"I'm free— I'm free."

She looked up at him ; it was the very spot on which a

couple of hours before she had looked up at her mother.
" You're free you're free."

" To-morrow we go to Fran, He spoke as if he had

not heard her ; but it didn't prevent her again concurring.
"To-morrow we go to France."

Again he appeared not to have heard her ; and after a

moment—it was an effect evidently of the depth of his

reflections and the agitation o( his soul—he also spoke as

if he had not spoken before. " I'm free I'm free !

"

She repeated her form of assent. " You're free—you're
free."

This time he did hear her ; he fixed her through the

darkness with a grave face. But he said nothing more ;

he simply stooped a little and drew her to him—simply
held her a little and kissed her good-night ; after which,

having given her a silent push upstairs to Miss Ash, he

turned round again to the black masts and the red lights.

Maisie mounted as if France were at the top.
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The next day it seemed to her at the bottom—down too

far, in shuddering plunges, even to leave her a sense, on
the Channel boat, of the height at which Sir Claude

remained and which had never in every way been so great
as when, much in the wet, though in the angle of a screen

of canvas, he sociably sat with his stepdaughter's head in

his lap and that of Mrs. Beale's housemaid fairly pillowed
on his breast. Maisie was surprised to learn as they drew
into port that they had had a lovely passage ; but this

emotion, at Boulogne, was speedily quenched in others,

above all in the great ecstasy of a larger impression of life.

She was " abroad " and she gave herself up to it, responded
to it, in the bright air, before the pink houses, among the

bare-legged fish-wives and the red-legged soldiers, with the

instant certitude of a vocation. Her vocation was to see

the world and to thrill with enjoyment of the picture ;
she

had grown older in five minutes and had by the time they
reached the hotel recognised in the institutions and

manners of France a multitude of affinities and messages.

Literally in the course of an hour she found her initiation ;

a consciousness much quickened by the superior part that,

as soon as they had gobbled down a French breakfast—
which was indeed a high note in the concert—she observed

herself to play to Susan Ash. Sir Claude, who had already

bumped against people he knew and who, as he said, had

business and letters, sent them out together for a walk, a

walk in which the child was avenged, so far as poetic
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justice required, not only for the loud giggles that in their

London trudges used to break from her attendant, but for

all the years of her tendency to produce socially that im-

pression of an excess of the queer something which had

seemed to waver so widely between innocence and guilt.

On the spot, at Boulogne, though there might have been

excess there was at least no wavering ; she recognised,

she understood, she adored and took possession ; feeling

herself attuned to everything and laying her hand, right

and left, on what had simply been waiting for her. She

explained to Susan, she laughed at Susan, she towered

over Susan ; and it was somehow Susan's stupidity, of

which she had never yet been so sure, and Susan's

bewilderment and ignorance and antagonism, that gave
the liveliest rebound to her immediate perceptions and

adoptions. The place and the p. vere all a picture

together, a picture that, when they went down to the wide

sands, shimmered, in a thousand tints, with the pretty

organisation of the plage%
with the gaiety of spectators and

bathers, with that of the language and the weather and

above all with that of our young lady's unprecedented

situation. For it appeared to her that no one since the

beginning of time could have had such an adventure or,

in an hour, so much experience ; as a sequel to which she

only needed, in order to feel with conscious wonder how

the past was changed, to hear Susan, inscrutably aggra-

vated, express a preference for the Edgware Road. The

past was so changed and the circle it had formed already

so overstepped that on that very afternoon, in the

course of another walk, she found herself inquiring of Sir

Claude—and without a single scruple
— if he were prepared

as vet to name the moment at which they should start for

Paris. His answer, it must be said, gave her the least

little chill.

"Oh Paris, my dear child— I don't quite know about

Paris I

"

!7
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This required to be met, but it was much less to challenge
him than for the rich joy of her first discussion of the

details of a tour that, after looking
-

at him a minute, she

replied :
"
Well, isn't that the real thing, the thing that

when one does come abroad ?
"

He had turned grave again, and she merely threw that

out ; it was a way of doing justice to the seriousness of

their life. She couldn't moreover be so much older since

yesterday without reflecting that if by this time she

probed a little he would recognise that she had done

enough for mere patience. There was in fact something
in his eyes that suddenly, to her own, made her discretion

shabby. Before she could remedy this he had answered

her last question, answered it in a way that, of all

ways, she had least expected. "The thing it doesn't

do not to do? Certainly, Paris is charming. But,

my dear fellow, Paris eats your head off; I mean it's so

beastly expensive."
That note gave her a pang—it suddenly let in a harder

light. Were they poor then, that is was he poor, really

poor beyond the pleasantry of apollinaris and cold beef?

They had walked to the end of the long jetty that enclosed

the harbour and were looking out at the dangers they had

escaped, the grey horizon that was England, the tumbled

surface of the sea and the brown smacks that bobbed upon
it. Why had he chosen an embarrassed time to make this

foreign dash ? unless indeed it was just the dash economic,
of which she had often heard and on which, after another

look at the grey horizon and the bobbing boats, she was

ready to turn round with elation. She replied to him

quite in his own manner :
"

I see, I see." She smiled up
at him. " Our affairs are involved."

"That's it." He returned her smile. "Mine are not

quite so bad as yours ; for yours are really, my dear man,
in a state I can't see through at all. But mine will do—
for a mess."



WHAT MAI SI E KNEW 195

She thought this over. " But isn't Prance cheaper than

England ?
"

England, over there in the thickening gloom, looked just

then remarkably dear.

"
I daresay ;

some parts."
" Then can't we live in those parts ?

"

There was something that for an instant, in satis-

faction of this, he had the air of being about to say and

yet not saying. What he presently said was :

" This very

place is one of them."

"Then we shall live here?"

He didn't treat it quite as definitely as she liked. " Since

we've come to save money !

This made her press him more. " How long shall we

stay ?
"

" Oh, three or four days."

It took her breath away. "You can save money in that

time ?
"

He burst out laughing, starting to walk again and

taking her under his arm. He confessed to her on the

way that she too had put a finger on the weakest of all his

weaknesses, the fact, of which he was perfectly aware,

that he probably might have lived within his means if he

had never done anything for thrift.
" It's the happy

thoughts that do it," he said ;

" there's nothing so ruinous

as putting in a cheap week." Maisie heard afresh among
the pleasant sounds of the closing day that steel click of

Ida's change of mind. She thought of the ten-pound note

it would have been delightful at this juncture to produce

for her companion's encouragment. But the idea was

dissipated by his saying irrelevantly, in the presence of the

next thing they stopped to admire :

" We shall stay till

she arrives."

She turned upon him. " Mrs. Beale ?
"

11 Mrs. Wix. I've had a wire," he went on. " She has

seen your mother."
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"Seen mamma?" Maisie stared. "Where in the

world ?
"

"Apparently in London. They've been together."

For an instant this looked ominous—a fear came into

her eyes.
" Then she hasn't gone ?

"

" Your mother ?—to South Africa? I give it up, dear

boy," Sir Claude said ; and she seemed literally to see him

give it up as he stood there and with a kind of absent

gaze—absent, that is, from her affairs—followed the fine

stride and shining limbs of a young fishwife who had just

waded out of the sea with her basketful of shrimps. His

thought came back to her sooner than his eyes.
" But I

daresay it's all right. She wouldn't come if it wasn't,

poor old thing : she knows rather well what she's about."

This was so reassuring that Maisie, after turning it

over, could make it fit into her dream. "Well, what is

she about ?
"

He stopped looking at last at the fishwife—he met his

companion's inquiry.
"
Oh, you know !

" There was

something in the way he said it that made, between them,
more of an equality than she had yet imagined ; but it had

also more the effect of raising her up than of letting him

down, and what it did with her was shown by the sound

of her assent.

"Yes—I know!" What she knew, what she could

know is by this time no secret to us : it grew and grew at

any rate, the rest of that day, in the air of what he took for

granted. It was better he should do that than attempt to

test her knowledge ; but there at the worst was the gist

of the matter : it was open between them at last that their

great change, as, speaking as if it had already lasted

weeks, Maisie called it, was somehow built up round Mrs.

Wix. Before she went to bed that night she knew
further that Sir Claude, since, as he called it, they had

been on the rush, had received more telegrams than one.

But they separated again without speaking of Mrs. Beale.
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Oh what a crossing for the straighteners and the old

brown dress—which latter appurtenance the child saw

thriftily revived for the possible disasters of travel ! The

wind got up in the night and from her little room at the

inn Maisie could hear the noise of the sea. The next day

it was raining and everything different : this was the case

even with Susan Ash, who positively crowed over the bad

weather, partly, it seemed, for relish of the time their

visitor would have in the boat, and partly to point the

moral of the folly of coming to such holes. In the wet,

with Sir Claude, Maisie went to the Folkestone packet, on

the arrival of which, with many signs of the fray, he made

her wait under an umbrella on the quay ; whence, almost

ere the vessel touched, he was to be descried, in quest of

their friend, wriggling
—that had been his word—through

the invalids massed upon the deck. It was long till he

reappeared
— it was not indeed till every one had landed ;

when he presented the object of his benevolence in a light

that Maisie scarce knew whether to deem the depth of

prostration or the climax of success. The lady on his arm,

still bent beneath her late ordeal, was muffled in such

draperies as had never before offered so much support to

so much woe. At the hotel, an hour later, this ambiguity

dropped : assisting Mrs. Wix in private to refresh and

reinvest herself, Maisie heard from her in detail how little

she could have achieved if Sir Claude hadn't put it in her

power. It was a phrase that in her room she repeated in

connections indescribable : he had put it in her power to

have "
changes," as she said, of the most intimate order,

adapted to climates and occasions so various as to fore-

shadow in themselves the stages of a vast itinerary. Cheap
weeks would of course be in their place after so much

money spent on a governess ; sums not grudged, however,

by this lady's pupil even on her feeling her own appearance

give rise, through the straighteners, to an attention per-

ceptibly mystified. Sir Claude in truth had had less time
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to devote to it than to Mrs. Wix's ; and moreover she

would rather be in her own shoes than in her friend's

creaking- new ones in the event of an encounter with Mrs.
Beale. Maisie was too lost in the idea of Mrs. Beale's

judgment of so much newness to pass any judgment
herself. Besides, after much luncheon and many endear-

ments, the question took quite another turn, to say

nothing of the pleasure of the child's quick view that

there were other eyes than Susan Ash's to open to what
she could show. She couldn't show much, alas, till it

stopped raining, which it declined to do that day ; but this

had only the effect of leaving more time for Mrs. Wix's
own demonstration. It came as they sat in the little white
and gold salon which Maisie thought the loveliest place
she had ever seen except perhaps the apartment of the

Countess
;

it came while the hard summer storm lashed

the windows and blew in such a chill that Sir Claude, with
his hands in his pockets and cigarettes in his teeth,

fidgeting, frowning, looking out and turning back, ended

by causing a smoky little fire to be made in the dressy
little chimney. It came in spite of something that could

only be named his air of wishing to put it off
; an air that

had served him—oh, as all his airs served him !
—to the

extent of his having for a couple of hours confined the
conversation to gratuitous jokes and generalities, kept it

on the level of the little empty coffee-cups and petits verres

(Mrs. Wix had two of each
!)

that struck Maisie, through
the fumes of the French fire and the English tobacco, as a
token more than ever that they were launched. She felt

now, in close quarters and as clearly as if Mrs. Wix had
told her, that what this lady had come over for was not

merely to be chaffed and to hear her pupil chaffed
; not

even to hear Sir Claude, who knew French in perfection,
imitate the strange sounds emitted by the English folk at

the hotel. It was perhaps half an effect of her present

renovations, as if her clothes had been somebody's else :
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she had at any rate never produced such an impression of

high colour, of a redness really so vivid as to be feverish.

Her heart was not at all in the gossip about Boulogne ;

and if her complexion was partly the result of the dijeuner

and the petits verres it was also the brave signal of what

she was there to say. Maisie knew when this did come

how anxiously it had been awaited by the youngest
member of the party.

" Her ladyship packed me off—she

almost put me into the cab !" That was what Mrs. VVix

at last brought out.
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Sir Claude was stationed at the window ; he didn't so

much as turn round, and it was left to Maisie to take

up the remark. "Do you mean you went to see her

yesterday ?
"

" She came to see me. She knocked at my shabby door.

She mounted my squalid stair. She told me she had seen

you at Folkestone."

Maisie wondered. " She went back that evening?"
" No ; yesterday morning. She drove me straight from

the station. It was most remarkable. If I had a job to

get off she did nothing to make it worse—she did a great
deal to make it better." Mrs. Wix hung fire, though the

flame in her face burned brighter ; then she became capable
of saying :

" Her ladyship is kind ! She did what I didn't

expect."

Maisie, on this, looked straight at her stepfather's back ;

it might well have been for her at that hour a monument
of her ladyship's kindness. It remained, as such at all

events, monumentally still, and for a time that permitted

the child to ask of their companion :
" Did she really help

you?"
"Most practically." Again Mrs. Wix paused; again

she quite resounded. "She gave me a ten-pound
note."

At that, still looking out, Sir Claude, at the window,

laughed loud. u So you see, Maisie, we've not quite

lost it."
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" Oh no," Maisie responded.
" Isn't that too charm-

ing?" She smiled at -Mrs. Wix. "We know all about

it." Then on her friend's showing .such blankness ;is was

compatible with such a flush she pursued :

" She does

want me to have you ?
"

Mrs. Wix showed a final hesitation, which, however,

while Sir Claude drummed on the window-pane, she

presently surmounted. It came to Maisie that in spite of

his drumming and of his not turning round he was really

so much interested as to leave himself in a manner in her

hands ; which somehow suddenly seemed to her a greater

proof than he could have given by interfering.
" She wants

me to have you!" Mrs. Wix declared.

Maisie answered this bang at Sir Claude. "Then th

nice for all o( us."

Of course it was, his continued silence sufficiently

admitted, while Mrs. Wix rose from her chair and, as if to

take more of a stand, placed herself, not without majesty,
before the fire. The incongruity of her smartness, the

circumference of her stiff frock presented her as really

more ready for Paris than any of them. She also gazed
hard at Sir Claude's back. " Your wife was different from

anything she had ever shown me. She recognises certain

proprieties."

"Which? Do you happen to remember ?" Sir Claude

asked.

Mrs. Wix's reply was prompt. "The importance for

Maisie of a gentlewoman, of some one who is not—well,

so bad ! She objects to a mere maid, and I don't in the

least mind telling you what she wants me to do." One

thing was clear—Mrs. Wix was now bold enough for any-

thing.
" She wants me to persuade you to get rid of the

person from Mrs. Beale's."

Maisie waited for Sir Claude to pronounce on this ; then

she could only understand that he on his side waited, and

she felt particularly full of common sense as she met her
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responsibility. "Oh, I don't want Susan with you!" she

said to Mrs. Wix.
Sir Claude, always from the window, approved.

" That's

quite simple. I'll take her back."

Mrs. Wix gave a positive jump ; Maisie caught her

look of alarm. "'Take' her? You don't mean to go
over on purpose ?

"

Sir Claude said nothing for a moment ; after which,

"Why shouldn't I leave you here?" he inquired.

Maisie, at this, sprang up. "Oh do, oh do, oh do!"
The next moment she was interlaced with Mrs. Wix, and

the two, on the hearth-rug, their eyes in each other's eyes,

considered the plan with intensity. Then Maisie perceived
the difference of what they saw in it.

" She can surely go back alone : why should you put

yourself out? " Mrs. Wix demanded.

"Oh, she's an idiot—she's incapable. If anything
should happen to her it would be awkward : it was I who

brought her—without her asking. If I turn her away I

ought with my own hand to place her exactly where I

found her."

Mrs. Wix's face appealed to Maisie on such folly, and

her manner, as directed to their companion, had, to her

pupil's surprise, an unprecedented sharpness. "Dear Sir

Claude, I think you're perverse. Pay her fare and give
her a sovereign. She has had an experience that she

never dreamed of and that will be an advantage to her

through life. If she goes wrong on the way it will be

simply because she wants to, and, with her expenses and

her remuneration—make it even what you like !
—you will

have treated her as handsomely as you always treat every

one."

This was a new tone—as new as Mrs. Wix's cap ; and

it could strike a perceptive person as the upshot of a

relation that had taken on a new character. It brought
out for Maisie how much more even than she guessed
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her friends were fighting side by side. At the same time

it needed so definite a justification that as Sir Claude

now at last did face them she at first supposed it in

resentment of excessive familiarity. She was therefore yet

more puzzled to see him show the whole of his serene

beaut}- as well as an equal interest in a matter quite

distinct from any freedom but her ladyship's. "Did

my wife come alone?" He could ask even that good-

humouredly.
"When she called on me?" Mrs. Wix was red now :

his good-humour wouldn't keep down her colour, which

for a minute glowed there like her ugly honesty.
" No—

there was some one in the cab." The only attenuation she

could think of was after a minute to add: "But they

didn't come up."
Sir Claude broke into a laugh—Maisie herself could

guess what it was at : while he now walked about, still

laughing, and at the fire-place gave a gay kick to a dis-

placed log, she felt more vague about almost everything

than about the drollery of such a "they." She in fact

could scarce have told you if it was to deepen or to cover

the joke that she bethought herself to observe :

"
Perhaps

it was her maid."

Mrs. Wix gave her a look that at any rate deprecated

the wrong tone. "
It was not her maid."

" Do you mean there are this time two ?" Sir Claude

asked as if he had not heard.
" Two maids ?

"
Maisie went on as if she might assume

he had.

The reproach of the straighteners darkened ; but Sir

Claude cut across it with a sudden :

" See here ; what do

you mean ? And what do you suppose s/n- meant ?
"

Mrs. Wix let him for a moment, in silence, understand

that the answer to his question, if he didn't tak^- (

might give him more than he wanted. It was as if, with

this scruple, she measured and adjusted all that she g
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him in at last saying- :
" What she meant was to make me

know that you're definitely free. To have that straight
from her was a joy I, of course, hadn't hoped for : it made
the assurance, and my delight at it, a thing I could really

proceed upon. You already know I would have started

even if she hadn't pressed me ; you already know what, so

long, we have been looking for and what, as soon as she

told me of her step taken at Folkestone, I recognised with

rapture that we have. It's your freedom that makes me
right"—she fairly bristled with her logic. "But I don't

mind telling you that it's her action that makes me happy !
"

"Her action?" Sir Claude echoed. "Why, my dear

woman, her action is just a hideous crime. It happens to

satisfy our sympathies in a way that's quite delicious ; but

that doesn't in the least alter the fact that it's the most
abominable thing ever done. She has chucked our friend

here overboard not a bit less than if she had shoved her,

shrieking and pleading, out of that window and down
two floors to the paving-stones."

Maisie surveyed serenely the parties to the discussion.
"
Oh, your friend here, dear Sir Claude, doesn't plead and

shriek !

"

He looked at her a moment. " Never. Never. That's

one, only one, but charming so far as it goes, of about a

hundred things we love her for." Then he pursued to

Mrs. Wix :
" What I can't for the life of me make out is

what Ida is really up to, what game she was playing in

turning to you with that cursed cheek after the beastly

way she has used you. Where—to explain her at all—
does she fancy she can presently, when we least expect it,

take it out of us ?
"

" She doesn't fancy anything, nor want anything out of

any one. Her cursed cheek, as you call it, is the best

thing I've ever seen in her. I don't care a fig for the

beastly way she used me— I forgive it all a thousand times

over !

" Mrs. Wix raised her voice as she had never
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raised it ; she quite triumphed in her lucidity.
"

I under-

stand her, I almost admire her !

"
she proclaimed. She

spoke as if this might practically suffice ; yet in charity to

fainter lights she threw out an explanation.
" As I've

said, she was different ; upon my word I wouldn't have

known her. She had a glimmering, she had an instinct ;

they brought her. It was a kind of happy thought, and

if you couldn't have supposed she would ever have had

such a thing, why, of course, I quite agree with you
But she did have it ! There !

"

Maisie could see that, from what it with liveliness

lacked, this demonstration gathered a certain something
that might almost have exasperated. But as she had

often watched Sir Claude in apprehension of displeasures
that didn't come, so now, instead of his saying "Oh
hell !

"
as her father used, she observed him only to take

refuge in a question that at the worst was abrupt.
" Who is it this time, do you know? "

Mrs. Wix tried blind dignity. "Who is what, Sir

Claude?"
"

[Tie man who stands the cabs. Who was in the one

that waited at your door ?
"

At this challenge she faltered so long that it occurred to

Maisie's conscience to give her a hand. "
It wasn't the

Captain."

Her good intention, however, only changed her old

friend's scruple to a more ambiguous stare ; besides of

course making Sir Claude go off. Mrs. Wix fairly

appealed to him. " Must I really tell you ?
"

His amusement continued. "Did she make you

promise not to ?
"

Mrs. Wix looked at him still harder. "
I mean before

Maisie."

Sir Claude laughed again.
"
Why, she can't hurt him !

"

Maisie felt herself, as it passed, brushed by the light

humour of this.
"
Yes, I can't hurt him."
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The straighteners again roofed her over
; after which

they seemed to crack with the explosion of their wearer's

honesty. Amid the flying splinters Mrs. Wix produced
a name. " Mr. Tischbein."

There was for an instant a silence that, under Sir

Claude's influence and while he and Maisie looked at

each other, suddenly pretended to be that of gravity.
" We don't know Mr. Tischbein, do we, dear ?

"

Maisie gave the point all needful thought.
"
No, not

Mr. Tischbein."

It was a passage that worked visibly on their friend.

"You must excuse me, Sir Claude," she said, with an

austerity of which the note was real, "if I thank God
to your face that he has in his mercy— I mean his mercy
to our charge—allowed me to achieve this act." She gave
out a long puff of pain.

" It was time !

" Then as if

still more to point the moral :
"

I said just now I under-

stood your wife. I said just now I admired her. I stand

to it : I did both of those things when I saw how even

she, poor thing, saw. If you want the dots on the i's you
shall have them. What she came to me for, in spite of

everything was that I'm just
"—she quavered it out—

"
well, just clean ! What she saw for her daughter was

that there must at last be a decent person !

"

Maisie was quick enough to jump a little at the sound

of this implication that such a person was what Sir Claude

was not ;
the next instant, however, she more profoundly

guessed against whom the discrimination was made. She

was therefore left the more surprised at the complete

candour with which he embraced the worst. "If she's

bent on decent persons, why has she given her to me ?

You don't call me a decent person, and I'll do Ida the

justice that she never did. I think I'm as indecent as

any one and that there's nothing in my behaviour that

makes my wife's surrender a bit less ignoble !

"

" Don'fc speak of your behaviour!" Mrs. Wix cried.
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" Don't say such horrible things ; they're false, and they're

wicked, and I forbid you ! It's to keep you decent that

I'm here and that I've done everything I have done. It's

to save you— I won't say from yourself, because in your-
self you're beautiful and good ! It's to save you from the

worst person of all. I haven't, after all, come over to be
afraid to speak of her ! That's the person in whoso place
her ladyship wants such a person as even me

; and if she

thought herself, as she as good as told me, not fit for

Maisie's company, it's not, as you may well suppose, that

she may make room for Mrs. Beale !

"

Malsie watched his face as it took this outbreak, and
the most she saw in it was that it turned a little white.

That indeed made him look, as Susan Ash would have

said, queer ;
and it was, perhaps, a part of the queerness

that he intensely smiled. " You're too hard on Mrs.

Beale. She has great merits of her own."
Mrs. Wix, at this, instead of immediately replying, did

what Sir Claude had been doing before : she moved across

to the window and stared awhile into the storm. There
was for a minute, to Maisie's sense, a hush that resounded
with wind and rain. Sir Claude, in spite of these things,

glanced about for his hat
; on which Maisie spied it first

and, making a dash for it, held it out to him. He took it

with a gleam of a "
thank-you

"
in his face, but as he did

so something moved her still to hold the other side of

the brim, so that, united by their grasp of this object,

they stood some seconds looking many things at each

other. By this time Mrs. Wix had turned round. " Do
you mean to tell me," she demanded, " that you are goin«-

r

back

"To Mrs. Beale?" Maisie surrendered his hat, and
there was something that touched her in the embarrassed,
almost humiliated way their companion's challenge made
him turn it round and round. She had seen people do

that who, she was sure, did nothing else that Sir Claude
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did. "
I can't just say, my dear thing. We'll see about

it—we'll talk of it to-morrow. Meantime I must get

some air."

Mrs. Wix, with her back to the window, threw up her

head to a height that, still for a moment, had the effect

of detaining him. "All the air in France, Sir Claude,

won't, I think, give you the courage to deny that you're

simply afraid of her !

"

Oh, this time he did look queer ;
Maisie had no need of

Susan's vocabulary to note it ! It would have come to

her of itself as, with his hand on the door, he turned his

eyes from his stepdaughter to her governess and then

back again. Resting on Maisie's, though for ever so

short a time, there was something they gave up to her and

tried to explain. His lips, however, explained nothing ;

they only surrendered to Mrs. Wix. ''Yes. I'm simply
afraid of her 1

" He opened the door and passed out.

It brought back to Maisie his confession of fear of her

mother ;
it made her stepmother then the second lady

about whom he failed of the particular virtue that was

supposed most to mark a gentleman. In fact there were

three of them, if she counted in Mrs. Wix, before whom
he had undeniably quailed. Well, his want of valour was
but a deeper appeal to her tenderness. To thrill with

response to it she had only to remember all the ladies she

herself had, as they called it, funked
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It continued to rain so hard that our young lady's private

dream of explaining the Continent to their visitor had to

contain a provision for some adequate treatment of the

weather. At the table d'hote that evening she threw out

a variety of lights : this was the second ceremony of the

sort she had sat through, and she would have neglected

her privilege and dishonoured her vocabulary—which

indeed consisted mainly of the names of dishes— if she

had not been proportionately ready to dazzle with inter-

pretations. Preoccupied and overawed, Mrs. Wix was

apparently dim : she accepted her pupil's version of the

mysteries of the menu in a manner that might have struck

the child as the depression of a credulity conscious not so

much of its needs as of its dimensions. Maisie was soon

enough—though it scarce happened before bedtime—con-

fronted again with the different sort of programme for

which she reserved her criticism. They remounted to-

gether to their sitting-room while Sir Claude, who said

he would join them later, remained below to smoke and

to converse with the old acquaintances that he met

wherever he turned. He had proposed his companions,
tor coffee, the enjoyment of the salon de lecture, but

Mrs. Wix had replied promptly and with something

an air that it struck her their own apartments offen

them every convenience. They offered the good lady

herself, Maisie could immediately observe, not only that

of this rather grand reference, which, already emulous- .

o
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so far as it went, of her pupil, she made as if she had

spent her life in salons ; but that of a stiff French sofa

where she could sit and stare at the faint French lamp,
in default of the French clock that had stopped, as

if for some account of the time Sir Claude would so

markedly interpose. Her demeanour accused him so

directly of hovering- beyond her reach that Maisie sought
to divert her by a report of Susan's quaint attitude toward
what they had talked of after lunch. Maisie had mentioned

to the young woman for sympathy's sake the plan for her

relief, but her disapproval of alien ways appeared, strange
to say, only to prompt her to hug her gloom ; so that

between Mrs. Wix's effect of displacing her and the visible

stiffening of her back the child had the sense of a double

office, an enlarged play for pacific powers.
These powers played to no great purpose, it was true, in

keeping before Mrs. "Wix the vision of Sir Claude's per-

versity, which hung there in the pauses of talk and which
he himself, after unmistakable delays, finally made quite
lurid by bursting in—it was near ten o'clock—with an

object held up in his hand. She knew, before he spoke,
what it was ; she knew at least from the underlying
sense of all that, since the hour spent after the Exhibition

with her father, had not sprung up to reinstate Mr.

Farange—she knew it meant a triumph for Mrs. Beale.

The mere present sight of Sir Claude's face caused her on
the spot to drop straight through her last impression of

Mr. Farange a plummet that reached still deeper down
than the security of these days of flight. She had wrapped
that impression in silence—a silence that had parted with
half its veil to cover also, from the hour of Sir Claude's

advent, the image of Mr. Farange's wife. But as the

object in Sir Claude's hand revealed itself as a letter which
he held up very high, so there was something in his mere
motion that laid Mrs. Beale again bare. " Here we are !

"

he cried almost from the door, shaking his trophy at them
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and looking from one to the other. Then he came straight

to Mrs. Wix ; he had pulled two papers out of the envelope

and glanced at them again to see which was which, lie

thrust one out open to Mrs. Wix. "Read that." She

looked at him hard, as if in fear : it was impossible not to

see that he was excited. Then she took the letter, but it

was not her face that Maisie watched while she read.

Neither, for that matter, was it this countenance that Sir

Claude scanned : he stood before the fire and, more calmly,

now that he had acted, communed in silence with his

stepdaughter.
This silence was in truth quickly broken ;

Mrs. Wix
rose to her feet with the violence of the sound she emitted.

The letter had dropped from her and lay upon the floor; it

had made her turn ghastly white and she was speechless

with the effect of it.
" It's too abominable—it's too un-

speakable !

"
she then cried.

" Isn't it a charming thing?" Sir Claude asked. "
It

has just arrived, enclosed in a word of her own. She

sends it on to me with the remark that comment is super-

fluous. I really think it is. That's all you can say."
" She oughtn't to pass such a horror about," said Mrs.

Wix. " She ought to put it straight in the fire."

" My dear woman, she's not such a fool ! It's much too

precious." He had picked the letter up and he gave it

again a glance of complacency which produced a light in

his face.
" Such a document "—he considered, then con-

cluded with a slight drop—n such a document is, in fine, a

basis !

"

" A basis for what?"
" Well for proceedings."
"Hers?" Mrs. Wix's voice had become outright the

voice of derision. " Hour can she proceed ?
"

Sir Claude turned it over. " How can she get rid of

him ? Well—she is rid of him."
" Not legally." Mrs. Wix had never looked to her
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pupil so much as if she knew what she was talking
about.
"

I daresay," Sir Claude laughed ;

" but she's not a bit

less deprived than I am !
"

" Oi the power to get a divorce ? It's just your want of

the power that makes the scandal of your connection with

her. Therefore it's just her want of it that makes that of

hers with you. That's all I contend !

" Mrs. Wix con-

cluded with an unparalleled neigh of battle. Oh, she did

know what she was talking about !

Maisie had meanwhile appealed mutely to Sir Claude,

who judged it easier to meet what she didn't say than to

meet what Mrs. Wix did.

"
It's a letter to Mrs. Beale from your father, my dear,

written from Spa and making the rupture between them

perfectly irrevocable. It lets her know, and not in pretty

language, that, as we technically say, he deserts her. It

puts an end for ever to their relations." He ran his eyes
over it again, then appeared to make up his mind. " In

fact it concerns you, Maisie, so nearly and refers to you so

particularly that I really think you ought to see the terms

in which this new situation is created for you." And he

held out the letter.

Mrs. Wix, at this, pounced upon it
; she had grabbed it

too soon even for Maisie to become aware of being rather

afraid of it. Thrusting it instantly behind her she posi-

tively glared at Sir Claude. " See it, wretched man ?—the

innocent child see such a thing ? I think you must be mad,
and she shall not have a glimpse of it while I'm here to

prevent !

"

The breadth of her action had made Sir Claude turn

red—he even looked a little foolish. " You think it's too

bad, eh ? But it's precisely because it's bad that it seemed

to me it would have a lesson and a virtue for her."

Maisie could do a quick enough justice to his motive to

be able cleaiiy to interpose. She fairly smiled at him. "
I
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assure you I can quite believe how bad it is !

" She hesi-

-1 an instant ;
then she udded :

"
I know what's in it !

"

He of course burst out laughing, and while Mrv Wix

groaned an "Oh heavens!" he replied: "You wouldn't

say that, old boy, it you did ! The point I make is," he

continued to Mrs. Wix with a blandness now re-established

— " the point I make is simply that it sets Mrs. Beale

free."

She hung fire but an instant. " Free to live with van ?
"

" Free not to live, not to pretend to live, with her hus-

band."

"Ah, they're mighty different things!"—a truth as to

which her earnestness could now with a fine, inconsequent
look invite the participation of the child.

Before Maisie could commit herself, however, the ground
s occupied by Sir Claude, who, as he stood before their

visitor with an expression half rueful, half persuasive,

rubbed his hand sharply up and down the back of his head.

"Then why the deuce do you grant so—do you, I may
even say, rejoice so—that by the desertion of my own

precious partner I'm fre^

Mrs. Wix met this challenge first with silence, then with

a demonstration the most extraordinary, the most unex-

pected. Maisie could scarcely believe her eyes as she saw
the good lady, with whom she had never associated the

faintest form cf coquetry, actually, after an upward grimace,
\ e Sir Claude a great giggling, insinuating, naughty

slap.
" You wretch—you know why !

" And she turned

away. The face that with this movement she left him to

present to Maisie was to abide with his stepdaughter as the

very image of stupefaction ; but the pair lacked time to

communicate either amusement or alarm before their inter-

locutress was upon them again. She had begun in fact

to show infinite variety and she Hashed about with a still

quicker change of tone. " Have you brought me that

thing as a pretext for going over ?
"
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Sir Claude braced himself. "
I can't, after such news, in

common decency not. I mean, don't you know, in common

courtesy and humanity. My dear lady, you can't chuck a

woman that way, especially taking the moment when she

has been most insulted and wronged. A fellow must
behave like a gentleman, damn it, dear good Mrs. Wix.
We didn't come away, we two, to hang right on, you
know : it was only to try our paces and just put in a few

days that might prove to every one concerned that we're in

earnest. It's exactly because we're in earnest that, hang
it, we needn't be so awfully particular. I mean, don't you
know, we needn't be so awfully afraid." He showed a

vivacity, an intensity of argument, and if Maisie counted

his words she was all the more ready to swallow after a

single swift gasp those that, the next thing, she became
conscious he paused for a reply to. " We didn't come, old

girl, did we," he pleaded straight, "to stop right away for

ever and put it all in now?"
Maisie had never doubted she could be heroic for him.

" Oh no !

"
It was as if she had been shocked at the bare

thought. "We're just taking it as we find it." She had

a sudden inspiration, which she backed up with a smile.
" We're just seeing what we can afford." She had never

yet in her life made any claim for herself, but she hoped
that this time, frankly, what she was doing would somehow
be counted to her. Indeed she felt Sir Claude was counting

it, though she was afraid to look at him—afraid she should

show him tears. She looked at Mrs. Wix ; she reached her

maximum. "
I don't think I should be bad to Mrs. Beale."

She heard, on this, a deep sound, something inarticulate

and sweet, from Sir Claude ; but tears were what Mrs.

Wix didn't scruple to show. " Do you think you should

be bad to me ? " The question was the more disconcerting
that Mrs. Wix's emotion didn't deprive her of the advan-

tage of her effect. "If you see that woman again you're
lost !

"
she declared to their companion.
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Sir Claude looked at the moony globe of the lamp ; he

seemed to see for an instant what seeing Mrs. Beale would

consist of. It was also apparently from this vision that

he drew strength to return :

" Her situation, by what has

happened, is completely changed ; and it's no use your

trying to prove to me that I needn't take any account of

that."

"If you see that woman you're lost !

" Mrs. Wix with

greater force repeated.
" Do you think she'll not let me come back to you ? My

dear lady, I leave you here, you and Maisie, as a hostage
to fortune, and I promise you by all that's sacred that I

shall be with you again at the very latest on Saturday. I

provide you with funds
;

I install you in these lovely rooms ;

I arrange with the people here that you be treated with

every attention and supplied with every luxury. The

weather, after this, will mend
;

it will be sure to be ex-

quisite. You'll both be as free as air and you can roam
all over the place and have tremendous larks. You shall

have a carriage to drive you ; the whole house shall be at

your call. You'll have in a word a magnificent position."
He paused, he looked from one of his companions to the

other as if to see the impression he had made. Whether
or no he judged it adequate he subjoined after a moment :

"And you'll oblige me above all by not making a

fuss."

Maisie could only answer for the impression on herself,

though indeed from the heart even of Mrs. Wix's rigour
there floated to her sense a faint fragrance of depraved
concession. Maisie had her dumb word for the show Mich

a speech could make, for the exquisite charm it could take

from his exquisite sincerity ; and before she could do any-

thing but blink at excess of light she heard this very word
sound on Mrs. Wix's lips, just as if the poor lady had

guessed it and wished, snatching it from her, to blight it

like a crumpled tlower. "You're dreadful, you're terrible,
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for you know but too well that it's not a small thing
- to me

that you should address me in a fashion that's princely !

"

Princely was what he stood there and looked and sounded ;

that was what Maisie for the occasion found herself

reduced to simple worship of him for being. Yet strange
to say too, as Mrs. Wix went on, an echo rang within her

that matched the echo she had herself just produced.
" How much you must want to see her to say such things
as that and to be ready to do so much for the poor little

likes of Maisie and me ! She has a hold of you, and you
know it, and you want to feel it again and—God knows, or

at least I do, what's your motive and desire—enjoy it

once more and give yourself up to it ! It doesn't matter if

it's one day or three : enough is as good as a feast and the

lovely time you'll have with her is something you're willing

to pay for ! I daresay you'd like me to believe that your

pay is to get her to give you up ; but that's a matter on

which I adjure you not to put down your money in

advance. Give her up first. Then pay her what you

please !

"

Sir Claude took this to the end, though there were

things in it that made him colour, called into his face more
of the apprehension than Maisie had ever perceived there

of a particular sort of shock. She had an odd sense that

it was the first time she had seen any one but Mrs. Wix
really and truly scandalised, and this fed her inference,
which grew and grew from moment to moment, that Mrs.

Wix was proving more of a force to reckon with than

either of them had allowed so much room for. It was true

that, long before, she had obtained a "hold" of him, as

she called it, different in kind from that obtained by Mrs.

Beale and originally by her ladyship. But Maisie could

quite feel with him now that he had really not expected this

advantage to be driven so home. Oh, they hadn't at all

got to where Mrs. Wix would stop, for the next minute

she was driving harder than ever. It was the result of his
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saying" with a certain dryness, though so kindly that what

most affected Maisie in it was his patience :

" My d<

friend, it's simply a matter in which I must judge for my-
self. You've judged for me, I know, a good deal, of late,

in a way that I appreciate, I assure you, down to the

ground. But you can't do it always ; no one can do that

for another, don't you see, in every case. There are

exceptions, particular cases that turn up and that are

awfully delicate. It would be too easy if I could shift it all

off on you : it would be allowing you to incur an amount

of responsibility that I should simply become quite ashamed

of. You'll find, I'm sure, that you'll have quite as much
as you'll enjoy if you'll be so good as to accept the situation

as circumstances happen to make it for you and to stay
here with our friend, till I rejoin you, on the footing of as

much pleasantness and as much comfort—and 1 think I

have a right to add, to both of you, of as much faith in me
— as possible."

Oh, he was princely indeed : that came out more and

more with every word he said and with the particular way
he said it, and Maisie could feel his monitress stiffen almost

with anguish against the increase of his spell and then

hurl herself as a desperate defence from it into the quite

confessed poorness of violence, of iteration. "You're

afraid o( her—afraid, afraid, afraid ! Oh dear, oh dear,

oh dear!" Mrs. Wix wailed it with a high quaver, then

broke down into a long shudder ot' helplessness and woe.

The next minute she had Hung herself again on the lean

sofa and had burst into a passion of tears.

Sir Claude stood and looked at her a moment ; he shook

his head slowly, altogether tenderly. "I've already
admitted it I'm in mortal terror; so we'll let that settle

the question. I think you had best go to bed," he added ;

"you've had a tremendous day and you must both be

tired to death. I shall not expect you to concern your-

selves in the morning with my movements. There's an
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early boat on ; I shall have cleared out before you're up ;

and I shall moreover have dealt directly and most effec-

tively, I assure you, with the haughty, but not quite hope-
less Miss Ash." He turned to his stepdaughter as if at

once to take leave of her and give her a sign of how,

through all tension and friction, they were still united in

such a way that she at least needn't worry. "Maisie,

boy !

"—he opened his arms to her. With her culpable

lightness she flew into them and, while he kissed her, chose

the soft method of silence to promise him the silence that

after battles of talk was the best balm she could offer his

wounds. They held each other long enough to reaffirm

intensely their vows ; after which they were almost forced

apart by Mrs. Wix's jumping to her feet.

Her jump, either with a quick return or with a final

lapse of courage, was also to supplication almost abject.
"

I beseech you not to take a step so miserable and so

fatal. I know her but too well, even if you jeer at me for

saying it ; little as I've seen her I know her, I know her.

I know what she'll do— I see it as I stand here. Since you
are afraid of her it's the mercy of heaven. Don't, for

God's sake, be afraid to show it, to profit by it and to

arrive at the very safety that it gives you. Tm not afraid

of her, I assure you ; you must already have seen for

yourself that there's nothing I'm afraid of now. Let me
go to her—Til settle her and I'll take that woman back
without a hair of her touched. Let me put in the two or

three days— let me wind up the connection. You stay
here with Maisie, with the carriage and the larks and the

luxury ;
then I'll return to you and we'll go off together—we'll live together without a cloud. Take me, take

me," she went on and on—the tide of her eloquence was

high.
" Here I am ;

I know what I am and what I ain't ;

but I say boldly to the face of you both that I'll do better

for you, far, than ever she will even try to. I say it to

yours, Sir Claude, even though I owe you the very dress
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on my back and the very shoes on my feet. I owe you

everything
—that's just the reason

;
and to pay it back, in

profusion, what can that be but what I want? Here

I am, here I am !

"—she spread herself into an ex-

hibition that, combined with her intensity and her

decorations, appeared to suggest her for strange offices

and devotions, for ridiculous replacements and substitu-

tions. She manipulated her gown as she talked, she

insisted on the items of her debt. "
I have nothing of my

own, I know—no money, no clothes, no appearance, no

anything, nothing but my hold ot~ this little one truth,

which is all in the world I can bribe you with : that the

pair of you are more to me than all besides, and that if

you'll let me help you and save you, make what you both

want possible in the one way it can be, why, I'll work

myself to the bone in your service !

"

Sir Claude wavered there without an answer to this

magnificent appeal ;
he plainly cast about for one, and in

no small agitation and pain. He addressed himself in his

quest, however, only to vague quarters until he met once

more, as he so frequently and actively met it, the more
than filial gaze of his intelligent little charge. That

gave him—poor plastic and dependent male—his issue.

If she was still a child she was yet of the sex that

could help him out. He signified as much by a renewed

invitation to an embrace. She freshly sprang to him and

again they inaudibly conversed. " Be nice to her, be nice

to her," he at last distinctly articulated
;

" be nice to her

as you've not even been to me/" On which, without

another look at Mrs. Wix, he somehow got out of the

room, leaving Maisie under the slight oppression of these

words as well as of the idea that he had unmistakably
once more dodged.
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Every single thing
- he had prophesied came so true that

it was after all no more than fair to expect quite as much
for what he had as good as promised. His pledges they
could verify to the letter, down to his very guarantee that

a way would be found with Miss Ash. Roused in the

summer dawn and vehemently squeezed by that interesting

exile, Maisie fell back upon her couch with a renewed

appreciation of his policy, a memento of which, when she

rose later on to dress, glittered at her from the carpet in

the shape of a sixpence that had overflowed from Susan's

pride of possession. Sixpences really for the forty-eight

hours that followed seemed to abound in her life
;
she

fancifully computed the number of them represented by
such a period of " larks." The number was not kept down,
she presently noticed, by any scheme of revenge for

Sir Claude's flight which should take on Mrs. Wix's part
the form of a refusal to avail herself of the facilities he had

so bravely ordered. It was in fact impossible to escape
them

;
it was in the good lady's own phrase ridiculous to

go on foot when you had a carriage prancing at the door.

Everything about them pranced : the very waiters even

as they presented the dishes to which, from a similar sense

of the absurdity of perversity, Mrs. Wix helped herself with

a freedom that spoke to Maisie quite as much of her

depletion as of her logic. Her appetite was a sign to her

companion of a great many things and testified no less

on the whole to her general than to her particular condi-
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lion. She had arrears o\ dinner to make up, and it v.

touching that in a dinnerless state her moral passion
should have burned so clear. She partook lar

refuge from depression, and vet the opportunity to partake
was just a mark of the sinister symptoms that depressed
her. The affair was in short a combat in which the baser

element triumphed between her refusal to be bought oiY

and her consent to be clothed and fed. It was not at any
rate to be gainsaid that there was comfort for her in tin

velopments of France ; comfort so great as to leave

Maisie free to take with her all the security for granted
and brush all the danger aside. That was the way to

carry out in detail Sir Claude's injunction to be " nice
"

;

that was the way, as well, to look, with her, in a survey
of the pleasures of life abroad, straight over the head of

any doubt.

They shrank at last, all doubts, as the weather cleared

up : it had an immense effect on them and became quite as

lovely as Sir Claude had engaged. This seemed to have

put him so into the secret of things and the joy of the

world so waylaid the steps of his friends that little by little

the spirit of hope filled the air and finally took possession

of the scene. To drive on the long cliff was splendid, but

it was perhaps better still to creep in the shade—for the

sun was strong
—along the many-coloured and manv-

odoured port and through the streets in which, to English

eyes, everything that was the same was a mystery and

everything that was different a joke. Best of all was to

continue the creep up the long Grand 1 Rue to tin

the haute vil!c and, passing beneath it, mount to the quaint

and crooked rampart, with its rows of trees, its qui.

corners and friendly benches where brown old women in

such white frilled caps and such long gold earrings sat a:

kmtted or snoozed ;
its little yellow-faced houses that

looked like the homes of misers or of priests and its dark

chateau where small soldiers lounged on the bridge that
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stretched across an empty moat and military washing hung
from the windows of towers. This was a part of the place

that could lead Maisie to inquire if it didn't just meet one's

idea of the middle ages ;
and since it was rather a satis-

faction than a shock to perceive, and not for the first time,

the limits in Mrs. Wix's mind of the historic imagination,
that only added one more to the variety of kinds of insight

that she felt it her own present mission to show. They sat

together on the old grey bastion
; they looked down on the

little new town which seemed to them quite as old, and

across at the great dome and the high gilt Virgin of the

church that, as they gathered, was famous and that

pleased them by its unlikeness to any place in which they
had worshipped. They wandered in this temple afterwards

and Mrs. Wix confessed that for herself she had probably

early in life made, in not being a Catholic, a fatal mistake.

Her confession in its turn caused Maisie to wonder rather

interestedly what degree of maturity it was that shut the

door against an escape from such an error. They went
back to the rampart on the second morning ; the spot on

which they appeared to have come furthest in the journey
that was to separate them from everything that in the

past had been objectionable : it gave them afresh the

impression that had most to do with their having worked
round to a confidence that on Maisie's part was deter-

mined and that she could see to be on her companion's

desperate. She had had for many hours the sense of

showing Mrs. Wix so much that she was comparatively
slow to become conscious of being at the same time the

subject of a similar process. The process went the faster,

however, from the moment she got her glimpse of it ; it

then fell into its place in her general, her habitual view of

the particular phenomenon that, had she felt the need of

words for it, she might have called her personal relation to

her knowledge. This relation had never been so lively as

during the time she waited with her old governess for Sir
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Claude ; and what made it so was exactly that Mrs. \\

struck her as having a new suspicion of it. Mrs. Wix had

never ye1 had a suspicion—that was certain—so calculated

to throw her pupil, in spite of the closer union of such

adventurous hours, upon the deep defensive. Her pupil
made out indeed as many marvels as she had made out on

the rush to Folkestone ; and if in Sir Claude's company
on that occasion Mrs. Wix was the constant implication,
so in Mrs. Wix's in the actual crisis Sir Claude was—and
most of all through long pauses—the perpetual, the insur-

mountable theme. It all took them back to the first flush

of his marriage and to the place he held in the schoolroom
in those months of love and pain : only he had himself

blown to a much bigger balloon the large consciousness he

then filled out.

They went through it all again, and indeed while the

interval lingered with the very weight of its charm they
went, in spite of defences and suspicions, through every-

thing. Their intensified clutch of the future throbbed like a

clock ticking seconds
; but this was a timepiece that in-

evitably, as well, at the best, rang occasionally a porten-
tous hour. Oh, there were several of these, and two or

three of the worst on the old city-wall where everything
else so made for peace. There was nothing in the world
Maisie more wanted than to be to Mrs. Wix as nice as
Sir Claude had desired

; but it was exactly because this

fell in with her inveterate instinct of keeping the peace that

the instinct itself was quickened. From the moment it

was quickened, however, it found other work, and that .

how, to begin with, she produced the very complication
she most sought to avert. What she had essentially done,
these days, had been to read the unspoken into the spoken ;

so that thus, witli accumulations, it had become more
definite to her that the unspoken was, unspeakably,
the completeness of the sacrifice of Mrs. Beale. There
were times when every minute that Sir Claude stayed
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away was like a nail in Mrs. Beale's coffin. That

brought back to Maisie—it was a roundabout way—the

beauty and antiquity of her connection with the flower

of the Overmores as well as that lady's own grace and

charm, her peculiar prettiness and cleverness and even her

peculiar tribulations. A hundred things hummed at the

back of her head, but two of these were simple enough.
Mrs. Beale was by the way, after all, just her stepmother
and her relative. She was just

—and partly for that very
reason—Sir Claude's greatest intimate ("lady-intimate"
was Maisie's term), so that what together they were on

Mrs. Wix's programme to give up and break short off

with was for one of them his particular favourite and

for the other her father's wife. Strangely, indescribably
her perception of reasons kept pace with her sense of

trouble ;
but there was something in her that, without a

supreme effort not to be shabby, could not take the

reasons for granted. What it comes to perhaps for

ourselves is that, disinherited and denuded as we
have seen her, there still lingered in her life an echo

of parental influence—she was still reminiscent of one

of the sacred lessons of home. It was the only one

she retained, but luckily she retained it with force. She

enjoyed in a word an ineffaceable view of the fact that

there were things papa called mamma and mamma
called papa a low sneak for doing or for not doing. Now
this rich memory gave her a name that she dreaded to

invite to the lips of Mrs. Beale : she would personally wince

so just to hear it. The very sweetness of the foreign life

she was steeped in added with each hour of Sir Claude's

absence to the possibility of such pangs. She watched

beside Mrs. Wix the great golden Madonna, and one of

the ear-ringed old women who had been sitting at the end

of their bench got up and pottered away.
"
Adieu, mesdames !

"
said the old woman in a little

cracked, civil voice—a demonstration by which our friends
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were so affected thai they bobbed up and almost curtesied

to her. They subsided again, and it was shortly after, in

a summer hum ot French insects and a phase o( almost

somnolent reverie, that Maisie most had the vision of what

it was to shut out from such a perspective so appealing a

participant. It had not yet appeared so vast as at that

moment, this prospect of statues shining
-

in the blue and of

courtesy in romantic forms.

"Why, after all, should we have to choose between

you ? Why shouldn't we be four ?
"
she finally demanded.

Mrs. Wix gave the jerk of a sleeper awakened or the

start even of one who hears a bullet whiz at the flag of

truce. Her stupefaction at such a breach of the peace

delayed for a moment her answer. " Four improprieties,

do you mean ? Because two of us happen to be decent

people ! Do I gather you to wish that I should stay on

with you even if that woman is capable ?
"

Maisie took her up before she could further phrase Mrs.

Beale's capability.
"
Stay on as my companion—yes.

Stay on as just what you were at mamma's. Mrs. Beale

•would let you !

"
the child proclaimed.

Mrs. Wix had by this time fairly sprung to her arms.

"And who, I'd like to know, would let Mrs. Beale? Do

you mean, little unfortunate, that you would?"
" Why not, if now she's free ?

"

" Free? Are you imitating htm? Well, if Sir Claude's

old enough to know better, upon my word I think it's right

to treat you as if you also were. You'll have to, at any
rate, to know better, if that's the line you're proposing to

take." Mrs. Wix had never been so harsh; but on the

other hand Maisie could guess that she herself had never

appeared so wanton. What was underlying, however,
rather overawed than angered her ; she felt she could still

insist, not for contradiction, but for ultimate calm. Her

wantonness meanwhile continued to work upon her friend,

who caught again, on the rebound, the sound of deepest
P
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provocation. "Free, free, free? If she's as free as you

are, my dear, she's free enough, to be sure !

"

"As I am?" Maisie, after reflection and in the face of

what, of portentous, this seemed to convey, risked a critical

echo.

"Well," said Mrs. Wix,
"
nobody, you know, is free to

commit a crime."

"A crime!" The word had come out in a way that

made the child echo it again.

"You'd commit as great a one as their own—and so

should I—if we were to condone their immorality by our

presence."
Maisie waited a little ; this seemed so fiercely conclusive.

"Why is it immorality?" she nevertheless presently in-

quired.

Her companion now turned upon her with a reproach

softer because it was somehow deeper. "You're too

unspeakable ! Do you know what we're talking about ?
"

In the interest of ultimate calm Maisie felt that she

must be above all clear.
"
Certainly ; about their taking

advantage of their freedom."

"Well, to do what?"

"Why, to live with us."

Mrs. Wix's laugh, at this, was literally wild. " * Us'?

Thank you !

"

" Then to live with me."

The words made her friend jump. "You give me up?
You break with me for ever? You turn me into the

street ?
"

Maisie was dazzled by the enumeration, but she bore

bravely up. "Those, it seems to me, are the things you

do to me."

Mrs. Wix made little of her valour. "
I can promise

you that, whatever I do, I shall never let you out of my
sight ! You ask me why it's immorality when you've

seen with your own eyes that Sir Claude has felt it to be so
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to that dire extent that, rather than make you face the

shame of it, he has for months kept away from you

altogether? Is it any more difficult to see that the first

time he tries to do his duty he washes his hands of her—
takes you straight away from her ?

"

Maisie turned this over, but more for apparent con-

sideration than from any impulse to yield too easily.

11
Yes, I see what you mean. But at that time they weren't

free." She felt Mrs. Wix rear up again at the offensive

word, but she succeeded in touching her with a re-

monstrant hand. "I don't think you know how free

they've become."
"

I know, I believe, at least as much as you do !

"

Maisie hesitated. "About the Countess?"

"Your father's—temptress?" Mrs. Wix gave her a

sidelong squint.
"

Perfectly. She pays him !

"

"Oh, does she?" At this the child's countenance fell:

it seemed to give a reason for papa's behaviour and place

it in a more favourable light. She wished to be just.
"

I

don't say she's not generous. She was so to me."
" How, to you?"
" She gave me a lot of money."
Mrs. Wix stared. "And, pray, what did you do with

a lot of money?
"

"
I gave it to Mrs. Beale."

"And what did Mrs. Beale do with it?"

"She sent it back."

"To the Countess? Gammon!" said Mrs. Wix. She

disposed of that plea as effectually as Susan Ash.

"Well, 1 don't care!" Maisie replied. "What I mean

is that you don't know about the rest."

"The rest? What rest?"

Maisie wondered how she could best put it. "Papa
kept me there an hour."

"
I do know— Sir Claude told me. Mrs. Beale had told

him."
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Maisie looked incredulity. "How could she—when I

didn't speak of it?"

Mrs. Wix was mystified.
"
Speak of what ?

"

"Why, of her being so frightful."

"The Countess? Of course she's frightful," Mrs. Wix
declared. After a moment she added: "That's why she

pays him."

Maisie pondered.
"

It's the best thing about her then—
if she gives him as much as she gave me."

"Well, it's not the best thing about him! Or rather

perhaps it is too !

"
Mrs. Wix subjoined.

"But she's awful — really and truly," Maisie went

on.

Mrs. Wix arrested her. "You needn't go into details !

"

It was visibly at variance with this injunction that she yet

inquired :
" How does that make it any better?

"

"Their living with me? Why, for the Countess—and

for her whiskers !
—he has put me off on them. I under-

stood him," Maisie profoundly said.

"
I hope then he understood you. It's more than I

do !

" Mrs. Wix admitted.

That was a real challenge to be plainer, and our young
lady immediately became so. "

I mean it isn't a crime."

"Why then did Sir Claude steal you away ?
"

"He didn't steal—he only borrowed me. I knew it

wasn't for long," Maisie audaciously professed.

"You must allow me to reply to that," cried Mrs. Wix,
"that you knew nothing of the sort, and that you rather

basely failed to back me up last night when you pretended
so plump that you did ! You hoped, in fact, exactly as

much as I did and as in my senseless passion I even hope

now, that this may be the beginning of better things."

Oh yes, Mrs. Wix was indeed, for the first time, sharp ;

so that there at last stirred in our heroine the sense not so

much of being proved disingenuous as of being precisely

accused of the meanness that had brought everything
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down on her through her \, ire to shake herself clear

of it. She suddenly felt herself swell with a passion of

protest. "1 never, never hoped I wasn't going again to

see Mrs. Beale ! I didn't, I didn't, I didn't !

"
she repeated.

Mrs. Wix bounced about with a force of rejoinder of which

she also felt that she must anticipate the concussion and

which, though the good lady was evidently charged to the

brim, hung fire long enough to give time for an aggrava-
tion. "She's beautiful and I love her! I love her and

she's beautiful

"And I'm hideous and you hate me?" Mrs. Wix fixed

her a moment, then caught herself up.
"

I won't embitter

you by absolutely ace you of that ; though, as for my
being hideous, it's hardly the first time I've been told so!

I know it so well that even if I haven't whiskers— have I ?

— I daresay there are other ways in which the Countess is

a Venus to me ! My pretensions must therefore seem to

you monstrous—which comes to the same thing as your
not liking me. But do you mean to go so far as to tell

me that :nt to live with them in their sin?"

"You know what I want, you know what I want!"—
Maisie spoke with the shudder of rising tears.

"Yes, I do; you want me to be as bad as yourself!

Well, I won't. There ! Mrs. Beale's as bad as your
father !

"
Mrs. Wix went on.

" She's not ! -she's not !

"
her pupil almost shrieked in

rt.

"You mean because Sir Claude at least has beauty

and wit and grace? But he pays just as the Corn-

pa} Mrs. Wix, who now rose as she spoke, fairly

rc\L.iLd a latent cynicism.

It raised Maisie also to her feet ; her companion had

walked oft a few steps and paused. The two looked at

l other as they had never looked, and Mrs. Wix seemed

to flaunt there in her finery.
" Then doesn't he pay you

:

"
her unhappy charge demand
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At this she bounded in her place.
" Oh, you incredible

little waif !

" She brought it out with a wail of violence ;

after which, with another convulsion, she marched straight

away.
Maisie dropped back on the bench and burst into sobs.
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Nothing so dreadful of course could be final or even

for many minutes prolonged : they rushed together again
too soon for either to feel that either had kept it up, and

though they went home in silence it was with a vivid

perception for Maisie that her companion's hand had

closed upon her. That hand had shown altogether,

these twenty-four hours, a new capacity for closing, and

one of the truths the child could least resist was that a

certain greatness had now come to Mrs. YVix. The case

was indeed that the quality of her motive surpassed the

sharpness of her angles ; both the combination and the

singularity of which tilings, when in the afternoon they
used the carriage, Maisie could borrow from the contem-

plative hush of their grandeur the freedom to feel to the

utmost. She still bore the mark of the tone in which her

friend had thrown out that threat of never losing sight of

her. This friend had been converted in short from

feebleness to force ; and it was the light of her present

power thai showed from how far she had come. The
threat in question, sharply exultant, might have produced
defiance ;

but before anything so ugly could happen
another process had insidiously forestalled it. The
moment at which this process had begun to mature was

that of Mrs. Wix's breaking out with a dignity attuned to

their own apartments and with an advantage now measur-

ably gained. They had ordered coffee after luncheon, in



232 WHAT MAISIE KNEW

the spirit of Sir Claude's provision, and it was served to

them while they awaited their equipage in the white and

gold saloon. It was flanked moreover with a couple of

liqueurs, and Maisie felt that Sir Claude could scarce have

been taken more at his word had it been followed by
anecdotes and cigarettes. The influence of these luxuries

was at any rate in the air. It seemed to her while she

tiptoed at the chimney-glass, pulling on her gloves and

with a motion of her head shaking a feather into place,

to have had something to do with Mrs. Wix's suddenly

saying: "Haven't you really and truly any moral

sense ?
"

Maisie was aware that her answer, though it brought
her down to her heels, was vague even to imbecility and

that this was the first time she had appeared to practise

with Mrs. Wix an intellectual inaptitude to meet her—the

infirmity to which she had owed so much success with

papa and mamma. The appearance did her injustice, for

it was not less through her candour than through her

playfellow's pressure that after this the idea of a moral

sense mainly coloured their intercourse. She began, the

poor child, with scarcely knowing what it was
;
but it

proved something that, with scarce an outward sign save

her surrender to the swing of the carriage, she could,

before they came back from their drive, strike up a sort of

acquaintance with. The beauty of the day only deepened,
and the splendour of the afternoon sea, and the haze of the

far headlands, and the taste of the sweet air. It was the

coachman indeed who, smiling and cracking his whip,

turning in his place, pointing to invisible objects and

uttering unintelligible sounds—all, our tourists recognised,

strict features of a social order principally devoted to lan-

guage : it was this polite person, I say, who made their

excursion fall so much short that their return left them

still a stretch of the long daylight and an hour that, at

his obliging suggestion, they spent on foot on the shining
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sands. Maisie had seen the plage the day before with Sir

Claude, but that was a reason the more for showing on

the spot to Mrs. Wix that it was, as she said, another

of the places on her list and of the things of which she

knew the French name. The bathers, so late, were

absent and the tide was low ;
the sea-pools twinkled in

the sunset and there were dry places as well, where they

could sit again and admire and expatiate : a circumstance

that, while they listened to the lap of the waves, gave
Mrs. Wix a fresh fulcrum for her challenge.

" Have you

absolutely none at all ?
"

She had no need now, as to the question itself at least,

to be specific ;
that on the other hand was the eventual

result of their quiet conjoined apprehension of the thing

that—well, yes, since they must face it—Maisie absolutely

and appallingly had so little of. This marked more par-

ticularly the moment of the child's perceiving that her

friend had risen to a level which might— till superseded

at all events—pass almost for sublime. Nothing more

remarkable had taken place in the first heat of her own

departure, no phenomenon of perception more inscrutable

by our rough method, than her vision, the rest of that

Boulogne day, of the manner in which she figured. I so

despair of tracing her steps that I must crudely give you

my word for its being from this time on a picture literally

present to her. Mrs. Wix saw her as a little person

knowing so extraordinarily much that, for the account to

be taken of it, what she still didn't know would be ridicu-

lous if it hadn't been embarrassing. Mrs. Wix was in

truth more than ever qualified to meet embarrassment ; I

am not sure that Maisie had not even a dim discernment

of the queer law of her own life that made her educate to

that sort of proficiency those elders with whom she was

concerned. She promoted, as it were, their development ;

nothing could have been more marked for instance than

her success in promoting Mrs. Beale's. She judged that
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if her whole history, for Mrs. Wix, had been the successive

stages of her knowledge, so the very climax of the conca-

tenation would, in the same view, be the stage at which

the knowledge should overflow. As she was condemned
to know more and more, how could it logically stop
before she should know Most ? It came to her in fact

as they sat there on the sands that she was distinctly on

the road to know Everything. She had not had gover-
nesses for nothing : what in the world had she ever done

but learn and learn and learn ? She looked at the pink

sky with a placid foreboding that she soon should have

learnt All. They lingered in the flushed air till at last it

turned to grey and she seemed fairly to receive new in-

formation from every brush of the breeze. By the time

they moved homeward it was as if for Mrs. Wix this

inevitability had become a long, tense cord, twitched by a

nervous hand, on which the counted pearls of intelligence

were to be neatly strung.
In the evening upstairs they had another strange sensa-

tion, as to which Maisie could not afterwards have told you
whether it was bang in the middle or quite at the beginning
that her companion sounded with fresh emphasis the note

of the moral sense. What mattered was merely that she

did exclaim, and again, as at first appeared, most discon-

nectedly :
li God help me, it does seem to peep out !

"
Oh,

the queer confusions that had wooed it at last to such

peeping ! None so queer, however, as the words of woe,
and it might verily be said of rage, in which the poor lady
bewailed the tragic end of her own rich ignorance. There

was a point at which she seized the child and hugged her

as close as in the old days of partings and returns ; at

which she was visibly at a loss how to make up to such a

victim for such contaminations ; appealing, as to what she

had done and was doing, in bewilderment, in explanation,

in supplication, for reassurance, for pardon and even out-

right for pity.
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"
I don't know what I've said to you, my own : I don't

know what I'm saying or what the turn you've given my
life has rendered me, heaven forgive me, capable ot saying.

Have I lost all delicacy, all decency, all measure of how

far and how bad ? It seems to me mostly that I have,

though I'm the last of whom you would ever have thought

it. I've just done it for you, precious
—not to lose you,

which would have been worst of all : so that I've had to

pay with my own innocence, if you do laugh ! for clinging

to you and keeping you. Don't let me pay for nothing ;

don't let me have been thrust for nothing into such horrors

and such shames. I never knew anything about them and

I never wanted to know ! Now I know too much, too

much !

"
the poor woman lamented and groaned.

' '

I know

so much that with hearing such talk I ask myself where

I am ; and with uttering it too, which is worse, say to

myself that I'm far, too far, from where I started ! I ask

myself what I should have thought with my lost one if I

had heard myself cross the line. There are lines I've

crossed with you that I should have fancied I had come to

a pretty pass!" She gasped at the mere supposition.
" I've gone from one thing to another, and all for the real

love of you ;
and now what would any one say

— I mean

any one but them— if they were to hear the way I go on ?

I've had to keep up with you, haven't I ?—and therefore

what could I do less than look to you to keep up with me?
But it's not them that are the worst—by which I mean to

say it's not Asm .• it's your dreadfully base papa and the one

person in the world whom he could have found, I do believe

—and she's not the Countess, duck—wickeder than him-

self. While they were about it at any rate, since they

ivere ruining you, they might have done it so as to spare an

honest woman. Then I shouldn't have had to do what-

ever it is that's the worst : throw up at you the badn

you haven't taken in, or find my advantage in the vileiu 3

you have.' What I did lose patience at this morning was
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at how it was without your seeming to condemn—for you
didn't, you remember !

—you yet did seem to know. Thank
God in his mercy, at last, z/"you do !"

The night, this time, was warm and one of the windows
stood open to the small balcony over the rail of which, on

coming up from dinner, Maisie had hung a long time in the

enjoyment of the chatter, the lights, the life of the quay
made brilliant by the season and the hour. Mrs. Wix's

requirements had drawn her in from this posture and Mrs.

Wix's embrace had detained her even though midway in

the outpouring her confusion and sympathy had permitted,
or rather had positively helped, her to disengage herself.

But the casement was still wide, the spectacle, the pleasure
were still there, and from her place in the room, which,

with its polished floor and its panels of elegance, was

lighted from without more than from within, the child

could still take account of them. She appeared to watch

and listen ; after which she answered Mrs. Wix with a

question :
" If I do know ?

"

" If you do condemn." The correction was made with

some austerity.

It had the effect of causing Maisie to heave a vague sigh
of oppression and then after an instant and as if under

cover of this ambiguity pass out again upon the balcony.
She hung again over the rail ; she felt the summer night ;

she dropped down into the manners of France. There was

a cafe below the hotel, before which, with little chairs and

tables, people sat on a space enclosed by plants in tubs ;

and the impression was enriched by the flash of the white

aprons of waiters and the music of a man and a woman

who, from beyond the precinct, sent up the strum of a

guitar and the drawl of a song about "amour." Maisie

knew what "amour" meant too, and wondered if Mrs.

Wix did : Mrs. Wix remained within, as still as a mouse

and perhaps not reached by the performance. After a

while, but not till the musicians had ceased and begun to
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circulate with a little plate, her pupil came back to her.

" Is it a crime ?
"
Maisie then asked.

Mrs. Wix was as prompt as if she had been crouching
in a lair.

" Branded by the Bible."

"
Well, he won't commit a crime."

Mrs. Wix looked at her gloomily.
" He's committing

one now."

"Now?"
" In being with her."

Maisie had it on her tongue's end to return once more :

M But now he's free." She remembered, however, in time

that one of the things she had known for the last entire

hour was that this made no difference. After that and as

if to turn the right way she was on the point of a blind

dash, a weak reversion to the reminder that it might make
a difference, might diminish the crime for Mrs. Beale

;
till

such a reflection was in its order also quashed by the

visibility in Mrs. Wix's lace of the collapse produced by
her inference from her pupil's manner that after all her

pains her pupil didn't even yet adequately understand.

Never so much as when confronted had Maisie wanted to

understand, and all her thought for a minute centred in

the effort to come out with something which should be a

disproof of her simplicity. "Just trust me, dear; that's

all !

"—she came out finally with that ; and it was perhaps
a good sign of her action that with a long, impartial

moan Mrs. Wix floated her to bed.

There was no letter the next morning from Sir Claude—
which Mrs. Wix let out that she deemed the worst of

omens ; yet it was just for the quieter communion they so

got with him that, when after the coffee and rolls which

made them more foreign than ever, it came to going forth

for fresh drafts upon his credit they wandered again up the

hiil to the rampart instead of plunging into distraction with

the crowd on the sands or into the sea with the semi-

nude bathers. They gazed once more at their gilded
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Virgin ; they sank once more upon their battered bench ;

they felt once more their distance from the Regent's Park.

At last Mrs. Wix became definite about their friend's

silence. " He is afraid of her ! She has forbidden him to

write." The fact of his fear Maisie already knew ; but her

companion's mention of it had at this moment two unex-

pected results. The first was her wondering in dumb
remonstrance how Mrs. Wix, with a devotion not after

all inferior to her own, could put into such an allusion such

a grimness of derision ; the second was that she found

herself suddenly drop into a deeper view of it. She too had

been afraid, as we have seen, of the people of whom Sir

Claude was afraid, and by that law she had had her due

measure of latest apprehension of Mrs. Beale. What
occurred at present, however, was that, whereas this

sympathy appeared vain as for him, the ground of it loomed

dimly as a reason for selfish alarm. That uneasiness had

not carried her far before Mrs. Wix spoke again and with

an abruptness so great as almost to seem irrelevant.
" Has it never occurred to you to be jealous of her? "

It never had in the least ; yet the words were scarce in

the air before Maisie had jumped at them. She held them

well, she looked at them hard
;
at last she brought out

with an assurance which there was no one, alas, but herself

to admire :
"
Well, yes

—since you ask me." She hesitated,

then continued :
" Lots of times !

"

Mrs. Wix glared askance an instant ; such approval as

her look expressed was not wholly unqualified. It ex-

pressed at any rate something that presumably had to

do with her saying once more: "Yes. He's afraid of

her."

Maisie heard, and it had afresh its effect on her even

through the blur of the attention now required by the

possibility of that idea of jealousy
—a possibility created

only by her feeling that she had thus found the way to

show she was not simple. It stuck out of Mrs. Wix that
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this lady still believed her moral sense to be interested and

feigned ; so what could be such a gage of her sincerity as

a peep of the most restless of the passions? Such a

revelation would bailie discouragement, and discourage-

ment was in fact so baffled that, helped in some degi

by the mere intensity of their need to hope, which also,

according to its nature, sprang from the dark portent of

the absent letter, the real pitch of their morning was

reached by the note, not of mutual scrutiny, but of unpre-

cedented frankness. There were broodings indeed and

silences, and Maisie sank deeper into the vision that for

her friend she was, at the most, superficial, and that also,

positively, she was the more so the more she tried to

appear complete. Was the sum of all knowledge only to

know how little in this presence one would ever reach

it ? The answer to that question luckily lost itself in the

brightness suffusing the scene as soon as Maisie had

thrown out in regard to Mrs. Beale such a remark as

she had never dreamed she should live to make. "
If I

thought she was unkind to him— I don't know what I

should do !

"

Mrs. Wix dropped one of her squints ; she even con-

firmed it by a wild grunt.
"

I know what /should !

"

Maisie at this felt that she lagged. "Well, I can

think of one thing."

Mrs. Wix more directly challenged her. "What is it

then ?
"

Maisie met her expression as if it were a game with

forfeits for winking. "I'd kill her !

"
That at least, she

hoped as she looked away, would guarantee her moral

sense. She looked away, but her companion said nothing
for so long that she at last turned her head again. Then

she saw the straighteners all blurred with tears which

after a little seemed to have sprung from her own eyes.

There were tears in fact on both sides of the spectacles,

and they were even so thick that it was presently all Maisie
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could do to make out through them that slowly, finally

Mrs. Wix put forth a hand. It was the material pressure
that settled that and even at the end of some minutes

more things besides. It settled in its own way one thing
in particular, which, though often, between them, heaven

knew, hovered round and hung over, was yet to be

established without the shadow of an attenuating smile.

Oh, there was no gleam of levity, as little of humour as of

deprecation in the long time they now sat together or in

the way in which at some unmeasured point of it Mrs.

Wix became distinct enough for her own dignity and yet
not loud enough for the snoozing old women.
"

I adore him. I adore him."

Maisie took it well in
; so well that in a moment more

she would have answered profoundly :
" So do I." But

before that moment passed something took place that

brought other words to her lips ; nothing more, very

possibly, than the closer consciousness in her hand of the

significance of Mrs. Wix's. Their hands remained linked

in unutterable sign of their union, and what Maisie at last

said was simply and serenely :
"
Oh, I know! "

Their hands were so linked and their union was so con-

firmed that it took the far, deep note of a bell, borne to

them on the summer air, to call them back to a sense of

hours and proprieties. They had touched bottom and

melted together, but they gave a start at last : the bell

was the voice of the inn and the inn was the image of

luncheon. They should be late for it
; they got up, and

their quickened step on the return had something of the

swing of confidence. When they reached the hotel the

table d'hote had begun ; this was clear from the threshold,

clear from the absence in the hall and on the stairs of the
11
personnel," as Mrs. Wix said—she had picked that up—

all collected in the dining-room. They mounted to their

apartments for a brush before the glass, and it was Maisie

who, in passing and from a vain impulse, threw open the
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white and gold door. She wtfi thus first to utter the

sound that brought Mrs. Wix almost on top of her, as

by the other accident it would have brought her on top of

Mrs. Wix. It had at any rate the effect of leaving them
bunched together in a strained stare at their new situation.

This situation had put on in a flash the bright form of

Mrs. Beale : she stood there in her hat and her jacket,

amid bags and shawls, smiling and holding out her arms.

If she had just arrived it was a different figure from either

of the two that for their benefit, wan and tottering and

none too soon to save life, the Channel had recently dis-

gorged. She was as lovely as the day that had brought
her over, as fresh as the luck and the health that attended

her : it came to Maisie on the spot that she was more

beautiful than she had ever been. All this was too quick
to count, but there was still time in it to give the child the

sense of what had kindled the light. That leaped out of

the open arms, the open eyes, the open mouth ; it leaped

out with Mrs. Beale's loud cry at her: "I'm free, I'm

free I

"
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The greatest wonder of all was the way Mrs. Beale

addressed her announcement, so far as could be judged,

equally to Mrs. Wix, who, as if from sudden failure of

strength, sank into a chair while Maisie surrendered to the

visitor's embrace. As soon as the child was liberated she

met with profundity Mrs. Wix's stupefaction and actually

was able to see that while in a manner sustaining the

encounter her face yet seemed with intensity to say :

"Now, for God's sake, don't crow 'I told you so!'"
Maisie was somehow on the spot aware of an absence of

disposition to crow ; it had taken her but an extra minute

to arrive at such a quick survey of the objects surrounding
Mrs. Beale as showed that among them was no appurten-
ance of Sir Claude's. She knew his dressing-bag now—
oh, with the fondest knowledge !

—and there was an instant

during which its not being there was a stroke of the worst

news. She was yet to learn what it could be to recognise

in some perception of a gap the sign of extinction, and

therefore remained unaware that this momentary pang was

a foretaste of the experience of death. It passed in a

flash of course with Mrs. Beale's brightness and with her

own instant appeal.
" You've come alone ?

"

" Without Sir Claude ?
"

Strangely, Mrs. Beale looked

even brighter. "Yes; in the eagerness to get at you.

You abominable little villain !

"—and her stepmother,

laughing clear, administered to her cheek a pat that

was partly a pinch.
; What were you up to and what
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did you take me for? But I'm glad to be abroad, and
after all it's you who have shown me the way. I mightn't
without you have been able to come

; that is so soon.

Well, here I am at any rate and in a moment more
I should have begun to worry about you. This will do

very well
"—she was good-natured about the place and

even presently added that it was charming. Then with

a rosier glow she made again her great point :
" I'm

free. I'm free!" Maisie made on her side her own:
she carried back her gaze to Mrs. Wix, whom amazement
continued to hold

; she drew afresh her old friend's atten-

tion to the superior way she didn't take that up. What she

did take up, the next minute, was the question of Sir

Claude. " Where is he? Won't he come ?
"

Mrs. Beale's consideration of this oscillated with a

smile between the two expectancies with which she was
flanked : it was conspicuous, it was extraordinary, her

unblinking acceptance of Mrs. Wix, a miracle of which
Maisie had even now begun to read a reflection in that

lady's long visage. "He'll come, but we must make
him !

"
she gaily brought forth.

" Make him ?
"

Maisie echoed.
" We must give him time. We must play our cards."
" But he promised us awfully," Maisie replied.

"My dear child, he has promised me awfully; I mean
lots of things, and not in every case kept his promise to

the letter." Mrs. Beale's good-humour insisted on

taking for granted Mrs. Wix's, to whom her attention

had suddenly grown prodigious.
"

I daresay he has done
the same with you and not always come to time. But he

makes it up in his own way ; and it isn't as if we didn't

know exactly what he is. There's one thing he is," she
went on, "which makes everything else only a question,
for us, of tact." They scarce had time to wonder what
this was before it was, as they might have said, right there.

"He's as free as I am !

"
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"Yes, I know," said Maisie ; as if, however, indepen-

dently weighing the value of that. She really weighed
also the oddity of her stepmother's treating it as news

to her, who had been the first person literally to whom
Sir Claude had mentioned it. For a few seconds, as if

with the sound of it in her ears, she stood with him again,
in memory and in the twilight, in the hotel garden at

Folkestone.

Anything Mrs. Beale overlooked was, she indeed

divined, but the effect of an exaltation of high spirits, a

tendency to soar that showed even when she dropped—
still quite impartially

—almost to the confidential. "
Well,

then—we've only to wait. He can't do without us long.

I'm sure, Mrs. Wix, he can't do without you! He's

devoted to you ; he has told me so much about you. The

extent I count on you, you know, count on you to help

me !

"—was an extent that even all her radiance couldn't

express. What it couldn't express quite as much as what

it could made at any rate every instant her presence
and even her famous freedom loom larger ; and it was
this mighty mass that once more led her companions,
bewildered and scattered, to exchange with each other as

through a thickening veil confused and ineffectual signs.

They clung together at least on the common ground of

unpreparedness, and Maisie watched without relief the

havoc of wonder in Mrs. Wix. It had reduced her to

perfect impotence, and, but that gloom was black upon

her, she sat as if fascinated by Mrs. Beale's high style. It

had plunged her into a long deep hush
; for what had

happened was the thing she had least allowed for and

before which the particular rigour she had worked up
could only grow limp and sick. Sir Claude was to have

reappeared with his accomplice or without her ; never,

never his accomplice without him. Mrs. Beale had gained

apparently by this time an advantage she could pursue :

she looked at the droll, dumb figure with jesting reproach.
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"You really won't shake hands with me? Never mind ;

you'll come round !

" She put the matter to no test, going
on immediately and, instead of offering her hand, raising

it, with a pretty gesture that her bent head met, to a long

black pin that played a part in her back hair.
" Are hats

worn at luncheon ? If you're as hungry as I am we must

go right down."

Mrs. W'ix stuck fast, but she met the question in a

voice her pupil scarce recognised.
"

I wear mine."

Mrs. Beale, swallowing at one glance her brand-new

bravery, which she appeared at once to refer to its origin

and to follow in its flights, accepted this as conclusive.

"Oh, but I've not such a beauty!" Then she turned

rejoicingly to Maisie. " I've got a beauty for you, my
dear."

"A beauty?"
" A love of a hat—in my luggage. I remembered that

"

—she nodded at the object on her stepdaughter's head—
"and I've brought you one with a peacock's breast. It's

the most gorgeous blue !

"

It was too strange, this talking with her there already

not about Sir Claude, but about peacocks
—too strange for

the child to have the presence of mind to thank her. But

the felicity in which she had arrived was so proof against

everything that Maisie felt more and more the depth of the

purpose that must underlie it. She had a vague sense of

its being abysmal, the spirit with which Mrs. Beale carried

off the awkwardness, in the white and gold salon, of such

a want of breath and of welcome. Mrs. W'ix was more

breathless than ever ; the embarrassment of Mrs. Beal

isolation was as nothing to the embarrassment of her

grace. The perception of this dilemma was the germ on

the child's part of a new question altogether. What if

with this indulgence ? But the idea lost itself in

something too frightened for hope and too conjectured for

fear ;
and while everything went by leaps and bounds one
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of the waiters stood at the door to remind them that the

table cChote was half over.
" Had you come up to wash hands? " Mrs. Beale here-

upon asked them. " Go and do it quickly and I'll be with

you : they've put my boxes in that nice room—it was
Sir Claude's. Trust him," she laughed, "to have a nice

one !

" The door of a neighbouring room stood open, and

now from the threshold, addressing herself again to

Mrs. Wix, she launched a note that gave the very key of

what, as she would have said, she was up to. " Dear

lady, please attend to my daughter."
She was up to a change of deportment so complete that

it represented
—oh, for offices still honourably subordinate

if not too explicitly menial—an absolute coercion, an in-

terested clutch of the old woman's respectability. There

was response, to Maisie's view, I may say at once, in the

jump of that respectability to its feet : it was itself capable
ofone of the leaps, one of the bounds just mentioned, and

it carried its charge, with this momentum and while Mrs.

Beale popped into Sir Claude's chamber, straight away to

where, at the end of the passage, pupil and governess were

quartered. The greatest stride of all, for that matter, was
that within a few seconds the pupil had, in another rela-

tion, been converted into a daughter. Maisie's eyes were

still following it when, after the rush, with the door

almost slammed and no thought of soap and towels, the

pair stood face to face. Mrs. Wix, in this position, was the

first to gasp a sound. " Can it ever be that she has one ? '»

Maisie felt still more bewildered. " One what ?
"

" Why, moral sense."

They spoke as if you might have two, but Mrs. Wix
looked as if it were not altogether a happy thought, and

Maisie didn't see how even an affirmative from her own

lips would clear up what had become most of a mystery.

It was to this she sprang pretty straight.
" Is she my

mother now ?
"
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It was a point as to which an horrific glimpse of the

responsibility of an opinion appeared to affect Mrs. Wix
like a blow in the stomach. She had evidently never

thought of it
;
but she could think and rebound. "

If she

is, he's equally your father."

Maisie, however, thought further. "Then my father and

my mother !

"

But she had already faltered and Mrs. Wix had already

glared back : "Ought to live together? Don't begin
it again !

" She turned away with a groan, to reach

the washing-stand, and Maisie could by this time re-

cognise with a certain ease that that way verily madness

did lie. Mrs. W'ix gave a great untidy splash, but the

n.xt instant had faced round. "She has taken a new
line."

" She was nice to you," Maisie concurred.
" What she thinks so— '

^o and dress the young lady !

'

But it's something !

"
she panted. Then she thought out

the rest. "If he won't have her, why she'll have you.

She'll be the one."
" The one to keep me abroad ?

"

" The one to give you a home." Mrs. Wix saw further ;

she mastered all the portents.
"
Oh, she's cruelly clever !

It's not a moral sense." She reached her climax :

"
It's a

game !

"

"A game?"
"Not to lose him. She has sacrificed him—to her

duty.''
" Then won't he come ?

"
Maisie pleaded.

Mrs. Wix made no answer ; her vision absorbed her.

" He has fought. But she has won."
" Then won't he come ?

"
the child repeated.

Mrs. Wix hesitated. "Yes, hang him!" She !

never been so profane.

For all Maisie minded !
" Soon—to-morrow ?

"

"Too soon—whenever. Indecently soon."
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" But then we shall be together !

"
the child went on. It

made Mrs. Wix look at her as if in exasperation ; but

nothing had time to come before she precipitated : "To-

gether with you !
" The air of criticism continued, but took

voice only in her companion's bidding her wash herself and

come down. The silence of quick ablutions fell upon them,

presently broken, however, by one of Maisie's sudden rever-

sions. "
Mercy, isn't she handsome ?

"

Mrs. Wix had finished ; she waited. " She'll attract

attention." They were rapid, and it would have been

noticed that the shock the beauty had given them acted,

incongruously, as a positive spur to their preparations for

rejoining her. She had none the less when they returned

to the sitting-room already descended ; the open door of

her room showed it empty and the chambermaid ex-

plained. Here again they were delayed by another sharp

thought of Mrs. Wix's. "But what will she live on

meanwhile ?
"

Maisie stopped short. " Till Sir Claude comes ?
"

It was nothing to the violence with which her friend had

been arrested. " Who'll pay the bills ?
"

Maisie thought.
' ' Can't she ? "

" She ? She hasn't a penny."
The child wondered .

' ' But didn't papa ?
"

1 ' Leave her a fortune ?
" Mrs. Wix would have appeared

to speak of papa as dead had she not immediately added :

" Why, he lives on other women !

"

Oh yes, Maisie remembered. " Then can't he send ?"

She faltered again ; even to herself it sounded queer.
" Some of their money to his wife ?

" Mrs. Wix gave a

laugh still stranger than the weird suggestion.
"

I daresay

she'd take it !

"

They hurried on again ; yet again, on the stairs, Maisie

pulled up. "Well, if she had stopped in England !"

she threw out.
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Mrs. Wix considered. "And he had come over in-

stead?"

"Yes, as we expected." Maisie launched her specula-

tion.
" What then would she have lived on ?

"

Mr>. Wix hung fire but an instant. " On other men !

"

And she marched downstairs.
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Mrs. Beale, at table between the pair, plainly attracted

the attention Mrs. Wix had foretold. No other lady

present was nearly so handsome, nor did the beauty of any
other accommodate itself with such art to the homage it

produced. She talked mainly to her other neighbour, and

that left Maisie leisure both to note the manner in which

eyes were riveted and nudges interchanged, and to lose

herself in the meanings that, dimly as yet and dis-

connectedly, but with a vividness that fed apprehension,
she could begin to read into her stepmother's independent
move. Mrs. Wix had helped her by talking of a game ;

it was a connection in which the move could put on a

strategic air. Her notions of diplomacy were thin, but it

was a kind of cold diplomatic shoulder and an elbow of

more than usual point that, temporarily at least, were

presented to her by the averted inclination of Mrs. Beale's

head. There was a phrase familiar to Maisie, so often

was it used by this lady to express the idea of one's getting

what one wanted : one got it—Mrs. Beale always said she at

all events always got it or proposed to get it—by
"
making

love." She was at present making love, singular as it

appeared, to Mrs. Wix, and her young friend's mind had

never moved in such freedom as on thus finding itself face

to face with the question of what she wanted to get. This

period of the o?nelette aux rognons and the poulet sautd,

while her sole surviving parent, her fourth, fairly chattered

to her governess, left Maisie rather wondering if her
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governess would hold out. It was strange, but she became
on the spot quite as interested in Mrs. Wix's moral sense

as Mrs. Wix could possibly be in hers : it had risen before

her so pressingly that this was something- new for .Mrs.

Wix to resist. Resisting Mrs. Beale herself promised at

such a rate to become a very different business from re-

sisting Sir Claude's view of her. More might come of

vv'nat had happened—whatever it was—than Maisie felt she

could have expected. She put it together with a suspicion

that, had she ever in her life had a sovereign changed,
would have resembled an impression, baffled by the want
of arithmetic, that her change was wrong : she groped
about in it that she had perhaps become the victim of a

violent substitution. A victim was what she should surely
be if the issue between her step-parents had been settled

by Mrs. Beale's saying: "Well, if she can live with but

one of us alone, with which in the world should it be but

me ?
" That answer was far from what, for days, she had

nursed herself in, and the desolation of it was deepened by
the absence of anything from Sir Claude to show he had
not had to take it as triumphant. Had not Mrs. Beale,

upstairs, as good as given out that she had quitted him
with the snap of a tension, left him, dropped him in

London, after some struggle as a sequel to which her own
advent represented that she had practically sacrificed him ?

.Maisie assisted in fancy at the probable episode in the

Regent's Park, finding elements almost of terror in the

suggestion that Sir Claude had not had fair play. They
drew something, as she sat there, even from the pride o(

an association with such beauty as Mrs. Beale's; and the

child quite forgot that, though the sacrifice oi' Mrs. Beale

herself was a solution she had not invented, she would

probably have seen Sir Claude embark upon it without a

direct remonstrance.

What her stepmother had clearly now promised herself

to wring from Mrs. Wix was an assent to the great
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modification, the change, as smart as a juggler's trick, in

the interest of which nothing so much mattered as the new

convenience of Mrs. Beale. Maisie could positively seize

the moral that her elbow seemed to point in ribs thinly

defended—the moral of its not mattering a straw which of

the step-parents was the guardian. The essence of the

question was that a girl wasn't a boy : if Maisie had been

a mere trousered thing Sir Claude would have been

welcome. As the case stood he had simply tumbled out,

and Mrs. Wix would henceforth find herself in the employ
of the right person. These arguments had really fallen,

for our young lady, into their place at the very touch of

that tone in which she had heard her new title declared.

She was still, as a result of so many parents, a daughter
to somebody even after papa and mamma were to all

intents dead. If her father's wife and her mother's

husband, by the operation of a natural or, for all she knew,

a legal rule, were in the shoes of their defunct partners,

then Mrs. Beale's was exactly as defunct as Sir Claude's

and her shoes the very pair to which, in "
Farange v.

Farange and Others," the divorce court had given priority.

The subject of that celebrated settlement saw the rest of

her day really filled out with the pomp of all that Mrs.

Beale assumed. The assumption rounded itself there

between this lady's entertainers, flourished in a way that

left them, in their bottomless element, scarce a free pair of

eyes to exchange signals. It struck Maisie even a little

that there was a rope or two Mrs. Wix might iiave thrown

out if she would, or a rocket or two she might have sent

up. They had at any rate never been so long together

without communion or telegraphy, and their companion

kept them apart by simply keeping them with her. From

this situation they saw the grandeur of their intenser

relation to her pass and pass like an endless procession.

It was a day of lively movement and of talk on Mrs. Beale's

part so brilliant and overflowing as to represent music and
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banners. She took them out with her promptly to walk

and to drive, and even towards night sketched a plan

for carrying them to the Etablissement, where, ior only a

franc apiece, they should listen to a concert of celebriti.

It reminded Maisie, the plan, of the sideshows at Marl's

Court, and the franc sounded brighter than the shillings

which had at that lime Tailed ; vet this too, like the other,

was a frustrated hope : the francs failed like the shillings

and the sideshows had set an example to the concert.

The Etablissement in short melted away, and it was little

wonder that a lady who from the moment of her arrival

had been so gallantly in the breach should confess herselt

at last done up. Maisie could appreciate her fatigue ; the

day had not passed without such an observer's discovering
that she was excited and even mentally comparing her state

to that of the breakers after a gale. It had blown hard in

London, and she would take time to subside. It was of the

condition known to the child by report as that of talking

against time that her decision, her spirit, her humour,
which had never dropped, now gave the impression.

She too was delighted with foreign manners ; but her

daughter's opportunities of explaining them to her were

unexpectedly forestalled by her tone of large acquaintance
with them. One of the things that nipped in the bud all

response to her volubility was Maisie's surprised retreat

before the fact that Continental life was what she had been

almost brought up on. It was Mis. Beale, discon-

certingly, who began to explain it to her friends ; it was
she who, wherever they turned, was the interpreter, the

historian and the guide. She was full oi~ reference to her

early travels—at the age of eighteen : she had at that

period made, with a distinguished Dutch family, a stay on

the Lake of Geneva. Maisie had in the old days been

regaled with anecdotes of these adventures, but they had

with time become phantasmal, and the heroine's quite

showy exemption from bewilderment at Boulogne, her
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acuteness on some of the very subjects on which Maisie

had been acute to Mrs. Wix, were a high note of the

majesty, of the variety of advantage, with which she had

alighted. It was all a part of the wind in her sails and of

the weight with which her daughter was now to feel her

hand. The effect of it on Maisie was to add already the

burden of time to her separation from Sir Claude. This

might, to her sense, have lasted for days ;
it was as if, with

their main agitation transferred thus to France and with

neither mamma now nor Mrs. Beale nor Mrs. Wix nor

herself at his side, he must be fearfully alone in England.

Hour after hour she felt as if she were waiting ; yet she

couldn't have said exactly for what. There were moments

when Mrs. Beale's flow of talk was a mere rattle to smother

a knock. At no part of the crisis had the rattle so public

a purpose as when, instead of letting Maisie go with Mrs.

Wix to prepare for dinner, she pushed her—with a push at

last incontestably maternal—straight into the room in-

herited from Sir Claude. She titivated her little charge

with her own brisk hands ;
then she brought out ;

" I'm

going to divorce your father."

This was so different from anything Maisie had expected

that it took some time to reach her mind. She was aware

meanwhile that she probably looked rather wan. "To

marry Sir Claude ?
"

Mrs. Beale rewarded her with a kiss. " It's sweet to

hear you put it so."

This was a tribute, but it left Maisie balancing for an

objection.
" How can you when he's married ?

"

" He isn't—practically. He's free, you know."
" Free to marry ?

"

"
Free, first, to divorce his own fiend."

The benefit that these last days she had felt she owed

a certain person left Maisie a moment so ill-prepared for

recognising this lurid label that she hesitated long enough
to risk :

" Mamma? "
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"She isn't your mamma any longer," Mrs. Beale replied.
" Sir Claude has paid her money to cease to be." Then

as it" remembering how little, to the child, a pecuniar)'

transaction must represent :

" She lets him oil supporting
her if he'll let her off supporting you."

Mrs. Beale appeared, however, to have done injustice to

her daughter's financial yrasp. "And support me him-

self?
"
Maisie asked.

"Take the whole bother and burden of you and ne\a

let her hear of you again. It's a regular signed contract."
"
Why, that's lovely oi her !

"
Maisie cried.

"It's not so lovely, my dear, but that he'll get his

divorce

Maisie was briefly silent ; after which, " No—he won't

get it," she said. Then she added still more boldly :
" And

you won't get yours."

Mrs. Beale, who was at the dressing-^lass, turned round

with amusement and surprise.
" How do you know

that ?
"

"
Oh, I know !

"
cried Maisie.

" From Mrs. Wix?"
Maisie debated, then, after an instant, was determined

by Mrs. Beale's absence of an^er, which struck her the

more as she had felt she must take her courage in her

hands. " From Mrs. Wix," she admitted.

Mrs. Beale, at the i^lass again, made play with a powder-

puff. "My own sweet, she's mistaken!" was all she

said.

There was a certain force in the very amenity of this,

but our young lady reflected long enough to remember

that it was not the answer Sir Claude himself had made.

The recollection nevertheless failed to prevent her saying :

14 Do you mean then that he won't come till he has got it?"

Mrs. Beale gave a last touch ; she was ready ; she stood

there in all her elegance.
"

I mean, my dear, that it's

because he hasn't got it that I left hinx
"
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This opened out a view that stretched further than

Maisie could reach. She turned away from it, but she

spoke before they went out again.
" Do you like Mrs.

Wix now? "

"Why, my chick, I was just going to ask you if you
think she has come at all to like poor bad me !

"

•Maisie thought, at this hint; but unsuccessfully. "I
haven't the least idea. But I'll find out."
" Do !

"
said Mrs. Beale, rustling out with her in a

scented air and as if it would be a very particular

favour.

The child tried promptly at bed-time, relieved now of

the fear that their visitor would wish to separate her for

the night from her attendant. "Have you held out?"
she began as soon as the two doors at the end of the

passage were again closed on them.

Mrs. Wix looked hard at the flame of the candle. " Held

out ?
"

"
Why, she has been making love to you. Has she won

you over ?
"

Mrs. Wix transferred her intensity to her pupil's face.

"Over to what?"
" To her keeping me instead."

"Instead of Sir Claude?" Mrs. Wix was distinctly

gaining time.

"Yes; who else? since it's not instead of you."
Mrs. Wix coloured at this lucidity.

"
Yes, that is what

she means."
"
Well, do you like it ?

"
Maisie asked.

She actually had to wait, for, oh, her friend was

embarrassed !
" My opposition to the connection—theirs

—would then naturally to some extent fall. She has

treated me to-day with peculiar consideration ; not that I

don't know very well where she got the pattern of it ! But

of course," Mrs. Wix hastened to add,
"

I shouldn't like

her as the one nearly so well as him."
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" '

Nearly so well !

' "
Maisie echoed :

"
I should hope

indeed not." She spoke with a firmness under which she

was herself the first to quiver.
"

I thought you
' adored

'

him."
"

I do," Mrs. Wix sturdily allowed.

"Then have you suddenly begun to adore her

too ?
"

Mrs. Wix, instead of directly answering, only blinked in

support of her sturdiness. " My dear, in what a tone you
ask that ! You're coming out."

" Why shouldn't I ? You've come out. Mrs. Beale has

come out. We each have our turn !

" And Maisie threw

off the most extraordinary little laugh that had ever passed
her young lips.

There passed Mrs. Wix's indeed the next moment a

sound that more than matched it.
u You're most remark-

able !

"
she neighed.

Her pupil faltered a few seconds. M
I think you've done

a great deal to make me so."

"Very true, I have." She dropped to humility, as if

she recalled her so recent self-arraignment.
" Would you accept her then ? That's what I ask," said

Maisie.

"Asa substitute ?
" Mrs. Wix turned it over ; she met

again the child's eyes.
" She has literally almost fawned

upon me."
" She hasn't fawned upon him. She hasn't even been

kind to him."

Mrs. Wix looked as if she had now an advantage.
" Then do you propose to '

kill
'

her ?
"

" You don't answer my question," Maisie persisted.
"

I

want to know if you accept her."

Mrs. Wix continued to dodge.
"

I want to know ifyou
do!"

Everything in the child's person, at this, announced that

it was easy to know. " Not for a moment."

R
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" Not the two now ?

"
Mrs. Wix had caught on

; she

flushed with it.
"
Only him alone ?

"

" Him alone or nobody."
" Not even me?" cried Mrs. Wix.
Maisie looked at her a moment, then began to undress.

" Oh you're nobody 1
"
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Her sleep was drawn out ;
she instantly recognised late-

ness in the way her eyes opened to Mrs. Wix, erect,

completely dressed, more dressed than ever, and gazing
at her from the centre of the room. The next thing she

was sitting straight up, wide awake with the fear of the

hours of " abroad
"
that she might have lost. Mrs. Wix

looked as if the day had already made itself felt, and the

process of catching up with it began for Maisie with hearing
her distinctly say :

" My poor dear, he has come !

"

" Sir Claude?
"

Maisie, clearing the little bed-rug with

the width of her spring, felt the polished floor under her

bare feet.

•' He crossed in the night ; he got in early." Mrs. Wix's

head jerked stiffly backward. " He's there."
" And you've seen him ?

"

"No. He's there—he's there," Mrs. Wix repeated.

Her voice came out with a queer extinction that was not

a voluntary drop, and she trembled so that it added to their

common emotion. Visibly pale, they gazed at each other.

"Isn't it too beautiful?" Maisie panted back at her;

an appeal to which, however, she was not ready with a

response. The term Maisie had used was a flash of

diplomacy
— to prevent at any rate Mrs. Wix's using

another. To that degree it was successful ; there was

only an appeal, strange and mute, in the white old face,

which produced the effect of a want of decision greater
than could by any stretch of optimism have been asso-
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ciated with her attitude toward what had happened. For

Maisie herself indeed what had happened was oddly, as

she could feel, less of a simple rapture than any arrival 01

return of the same supreme friend had ever been before.

What had become overnight, what had become while she

slept, of the comfortable faculty of gladness ? She tried

to wake it up a little wider by talking, by rejoicing, by

plunging into water and into clothes, and she made out

that it was ten o'clock, but also that Mrs. Wix had not

yet breakfasted. The day before, at nine, they had had

together a cafe complet in their sitting-room. Mrs. Wix

on her side had evidently also a refuge to seek. She

sought it in checking the precipitation of some of her

pupil's present steps, in recalling to her with an approach

to sternness that of such preliminaries ablutions should

be the most thorough, and in throwing even a certain

reprobation on the idea of hurrying into clothes for the

sake of a mere stepfather. She took her in fact with a

sort of silent insistence in hand ;
she reduced the process

to sequences more definite than any it had known since

the days of Moddle. Whatever it might be that was now,

with a difference, attached to Sir Claude's presence was

still after all compatible, for our young lady, with the

instinct of dressing to see him with almost untidy haste.

Mrs. Wix meanwhile luckily was not wholly directed to

repression.
" He's there—he's there !

"
she had said over

several times. It was her answer to every invitation to

mention how long she had been up and her motive for

respecting so rigidly the slumber of her companion. It

formed for some minutes her only account of the where-

abouts of the others and her reason for not having yet

seen them, as well as of the possibility of their presently

being found in the salon.

"He's there—he's there !" she declared once more as

she made, on the child, with an almost invidious tug, a

strained undergarment "meet."
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" Do you mean he's in the salon?
"
Maisie asked again.

"He's with her," Mrs. Wix desolately said. " Hc'a

with her," she reiterated.

" Do you mean in her own room ?
"
Maisie continued.

She waited an instant. " God knows !

"

Maisie wondered a little why, or how, God should

know ; this, however, delayed but an instant her bringing

out :
"
Well, won't she go back? "

"Go back? Never!"
** She'll stay all the same?"
" All the more."
u Then won't Sir Claude go ?

"
Maisie asked.

11 Go back— if she doesn't ?
"
Mrs. Wix appeared to give

this question the benefit of a minute's thought. "Why
should he have come—only to go back ?

"

Maisie produced an ingenious solution. "To make her

go. To take her."

Mrs. Wix met it without a concession. " If he can

make her go so easily, why should he have let her

come ?
"

Maisie considered. "Oh, just to see me. She has a

right."
" Yes—she has a right.''
" She's my mother !

"
Maisie tentatively tittered.

" Yes—she's your mother."

"Besides," Maisie went on, "he didn't let her come.

He doesn't like her coming, and if he doesn't like it
"

Mrs. Wix took her up.
" He must lump it—that's

what he must do ! Your mother was right about him— I

mean your real one. He has no strength. No—none at

all." She seemed more profoundly to muse. " He might

have had some even with her— I mean with her ladyship.

He's just a poor, sunk slave," she asserted with sudden

energy.
Maisie wondered again.

" A slave?
"

" To his passions."
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She continued to wonder and even to be impressed ;

after which she went on: " But how do you know he'll

stay ?
"

" Because he likes us !

"—and Mrs. Wix, with her

emphasis of the word, whirled her charge round again to

deal with posterior hooks. She had positively never

shaken her so.

It was as if she quite shook something out of her.

" But how will that help him if we—in spite of his liking !

—don't stay ?
"

" Do you mean if we go off and leave him with her ?
"—

Mrs. Wix put the question to the back of her pupil's head.
"

It won't help him. It will be his ruin. He'll have got

nothing. He'll have lost everything. It will be his utter

destruction, for he's certain after a while to loathe

her."

"Then when he loathes her"—it was astonishing how
she caught the idea—"

he'll just come right after us!"

Maisie announced.

"Never."

"Never?"
" She'll keep him. She'll hold him for ever."

Maisie doubted. " When he ' loathes
'

her ?
"

"That won't matter. She won't loathe him. People
don't !

" Mrs. Wix brought up.
" Some do. Mamma does," Maisie contended.
" Mamma does not!" It was startling

—her friend con-

tradicted her flat.
" She loves him—she adores him. A

woman knows." Mrs. Wix spoke not only as if Maisie

were not a woman, but as if she would never be one. "/
know !

"
she cried.

"Then why on earth has she left him ?
"

Mrs. Wix hesitated. " He hates her. Don't stoop so

—lift up your hair. You know how I'm affected toward

him," she added with dignity ; "but you must also know
that I see clear."
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Maisie all this time was trying hard to do likewise.

"Then, if she lias left him for that, why shouldn't Mrs.

Beale leave him ?
"

" Because she's not such a fool !

"

" Not such a fool as mamma ?
"

"
Precisely

— if you will have it. Does it look like her

leaving him?" Mrs. Wix inquired. She hung fire again ;

then she went on with more intensity :
" Do you want to

know really and truly why ? So that she may be his

wretchedness and his punishment."
" His punishment?"—this was more than as yet Maisie

could quite accept.
" For what ?

"

" For everything
-

. That's what will happen : he'll be tied

to her for ever. She won't mind in the least his hating

her, and she won't hate him back. She'll only hate us.
"

" Us ?
"
the child faintly echoed.

"She'll haters."
" Me? Why, I brought them together !

"
Maisie resent-

fully cried.

" You brought them together." There was a complete-
ness in Mrs. Wix's assent. " Yes ; it was a pretty job.

Sit down." She began to brush her pupil's hair and, as she

took up the mass of it with some force of hand, went on

with a sharp recall :

" Your mother adored him at first—it

might have lasted. But he began too soon with Mrs.

Beale. As you say," she pursued with a brisk application

of the brush, "you brought them together."
"I brought them together"—Maisie was ready to re-

affirm it. She felt none the less for a moment at the

bottom of a hole ; then she seemed to see a way out. " But

I didn't bring mamma together
" She just faltered.

" With all those gentlemen ?
"—Mrs. Wix pulled her up.

•' No ;
it isn't quite so bad as that."

"
I only said to the Captain

"—Maisie had the quick

memory of it—" that I hoped he at least (he was awfully

nice !) would love her and keep her."
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"And even that wasn't much harm," threw in Mrs.

Wix.
" It wasn't much good," Maisie was obliged to recognise.

"She can't bear him—not even a mite. She told me at

Folkestone."

Mrs. Wix suppressed a gasp ; then after a bridling

instant during which she might have appeared to deflect

with difficulty from her odd consideration of Ida's wrongs :

" He was a nice sort of person for her to talk to you
about !

"

"Oh, I like him!" Maisie promptly rejoined ; and at

this, with an inarticulate sound and an inconsequence still

more marked, her companion bent over and dealt her on

the cheek a rapid peck which had the apparent intention

of a kiss.

"
Well, if her ladyship doesn't agree with you, what does

it only prove ?
" Mrs. Wix demanded in conclusion. " It

proves that she's fond of Sir Claude !

"

Maisie, in the light of some of the evidence, reflected on

that till her hair was finished, but when she at last started

up she gave a sign of no very close embrace of it. She

grasped at this moment Mrs. Wix's arm. "He must

have got his divorce !

"

" Since day before yesterday ? Don't talk trash."

This was spoken with an impatience which left the child

nothing to reply ; whereupon she sought her defence in a

completely different relation to the fact. "Well, I knew

he would come !

"

" So did I
;
but not in twenty-four hours. I gave him a

few days !

" Mrs. Wix wailed.

Maisie, whom she had now released, looked at her with

interest.
" How many did she give him ?

"

Mrs. Wix faced her a moment ;
then as if with a

bewildered sniff: "You had better ask her!" But she

had no sooner uttered the words than she caught herself

up.
" Lord of mercy, how we talk !

"
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Maisie felt that however they talked she must see him,

but she said nothing more for a time, a time during which

she conscientiously finished dressing and Mrs. Wix also

kept silence. It was as if they each had almost too much
to think of and even as if the child had the sense that

her friend was watching her and seeing if she herselt

were watched. At last Mrs. Wix turned to the window
and stood—sightlessly, as Maisie could guess—looking

away. Then our young lady, before the glass, gave the

supreme shake. "Well, I'm ready. And now to see

him!"

Mrs. Wix turned round, but as if without having heard

her. "It's tremendously grave." There were slow, still

tears behind the straighteners.
"

It is—it is." Maisie spoke as if she were now dressed

quite up to the occasion ;
as if indeed with the last touch

she had put on the judgment-cap.
"

I must see him

immediately."
11 How can you see him if he doesn't send for you ?

"

" Why can't I go and find him ?
"

" Because you don't know where he is."

"Can't I just look in the salon ?
" That still seemed

simple to Maisie.

Mrs. Wix, however, instantly cut it off. "I wouldn't

have you look in the salon for all the world !

" Then she

explained a little :
" The salon isn't ours now."

"Ours?"
" Yours and mine. It's theirs."

"Theirs?" Maisie, with her stare, continued to echo.
" You mean they want to keep us out ?

"

Mrs. Wix faltered
;
she sank into a chair and, as Maisie

had often enough seen her do before, covered her face wit!:

her hands. "They ought to, at least. The situation's too

monstrous !

"

Maisie stood there a moment—she looked about the

room. "
I'll go to him— I'll find him."
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"/won't ! I won't go near them !

"
cried Mrs. Wix.

"Then I'll see him alone." The child spied what she

had been looking for—she possessed herself of her hat.

"Perhaps I'll take him out!" And with decision she

quitted the room.

When she entered the salon it was empty, but at the

sound of the opened door some one stirred on the balcony,
and Sir Claude, stepping straight in, stood before her.

He was in light, fresh clothes and wore a straw hat with a

bright ribbon ; these things, besides striking her in them-

selves as the very promise of the grandest of grand tours,

gave him a certain radiance and, as it were, a tropical
ease ; but such an effect only marked rather more his

having stopped short and, for a longer minute than had

ever at such a juncture elapsed, not opened his arms to

her. His pause made her pause and enabled her to reflect

that he must have been up some time, for there were no

traces of breakfast ; and that though it was so late he had

rather markedly not caused her to be called to him. Had
Mrs. Wix been right about their forfeiture of the salon?

Was it all his now, all his and Mrs. Beale's ? Such an

idea, at the rate her small thoughts throbbed, could only
remind her of the way in which what had been hers hitherto

was what was exactly most Mrs. Beale's and his. It was

strange to be standing there and greeting him across a

gulf, for he had by this time spoken, smiled and said :
" My

dear child, my dear child !

"
but without coming any

nearer. In a flash she saw that he was different—more so

than he knew or designed. The next minute indeed it was
as if he caught an impression from her face : this made
him hold out his hand. Then they met, he kissed her, he

laughed, she thought he even blushed : something of his

affection rang out as usual. " Here I am, you see, again—as I promised you."
It was not as he had promised them—he had not pro-

mised them Mrs. Beale ; but Maisie said nothing about
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that. What she said was simply :
"

I knew you had come.

Mrs. Wix told me."
" Oh yes. And where is she ?

"

" In her room. She got me up—she dressed me."

Sir Claude looked at her up and down
;
a sweetness of

mockery that she particularly loved came out in his face

whenever he did that, and it was not wanting- now. He
raised his eyebrows and his arms to play at admiration

;
he

was evidently after all disposed to be gay.
" Got you

up?— I should think so! She has dressed you most

beautifully. Isn't she coming?
"

Maisie wondered if she had better tell.
" She said

not."
" Doesn't she want to see a poor devil ?

"

She looked about under the vibration of the way he

described himself, and her eyes rested on the door of the

room he had previously occupied.
" Is Mrs. Beale in

there ?
"

Sir Claude looked blankly at the same object.
"

I

haven't the least idea !

"

11 You haven't seen her ?
"

" Not the tip of her nose."

Maisie thought : there settled on her, in the light ol

his beautiful smiling eyes, the faintest, purest, coldest con-

viction that he was not telling the truth. •' She hasn't

welcomed you ?
"

41 Not by a single sign."
" Then where is she ?

"

Sir Claude laughed ; he seemed both amused and sur-

prised at the point she made of it. "I give it up !

"

" Doesn't she know you've come ?
"

He laughed again.
"
Perhaps she doesn't care !

"

Maisie, with an inspiration, pounced on his arm. " Has

she gone ? "

He met her eyes and then she could see that his own

were really much graver than his manner. "Gone?"
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She had flown to the door, but before she could raise her

hand to knock he was beside her and had caught it.

"Let her be. I don't care about her. I want to see

you."
Maisie fell back with him. " Then she hasrit gone ?

"

He still looked as if it were a joke, but the more she

saw of him the more she could make out that he was
troubled. " It wouldn't be like her !

"

She stood wondering at him. " Did you want her to

come ?
"

" How can you suppose ?
" He put it to her candidly.

" We had an immense row over it."

" Do you mean you've quarrelled ?"

Sir Claude was at a loss. " What has she told you ?
"

"That I'm hers as much as yours. That she represents

papa."
His gaze struck away through the open window and up

to the sky ;
she could hear him rattle in his trousers-

pocket his money or his keys. "Yes—that's what she

keeps saying." It gave him for a moment an air that was
almost helpless.

"You say you don't care about her," Maisie went on.
iiDo you mean you've quarrelled ?

"

" We do nothing in life but quarrel."

He rose before her, as he said this, so soft and fair, so

rich, in spite of what might worry him, in restored fami-

liarities, that it gave a bright blur to the meaning—to

what would otherwise perhaps have been the tangible

promise
—of the words. "

Oh, your quarrels !
" she ex-

claimed with discouragement.
"

I assure you hers are quite fearful !

"

"
I don't speak of hers. I speak of yours."

"Ah, don't do it till I've had my coffee! You're

growing up clever," he added. Then he said :
"

I suppose

you've breakfasted ?
"

" Oh no—I've had nothing."
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"Nothing
-

in your room?"—he was all compunction.
" My dear old man !

—we'll breakfast then together." Ik-

had one of his happy thoughts.
"

I say—we'll go out."

"That was just what I hoped. I've brought my hat."

"You are clever! We'll ^o to a cafi" Maisie was

already at the door; he glanced round the room. "A
moment—my stick." But there appeared to be no stick.

" No matter ;
I left it—oh !

" He remembered with an odd

drop and came out.

"You left it in London?" she asked as they went

downstairs.

"Yes—in London : fancy !

"

"You were in such a hurry to come," Maisie explained.
He had his arm round her. "That must have been the

reason." Half way down he stopped short again, slapping
his leg. "And poor Mrs. Wix?"

Maisie's face just showed a shadow. " Do you want her

to come? "

11
Dear, no— I want to see you alone."

" That's the way I want to see^wv /
"
she replied.

" Like

before."
" Like before !

"
he gaily echoed. " But I mean has she

had her coffee ?
"

"No, nothing."
"Then I'll send it up to her. Madame!" He had

already, at the foot of the stair, called out to the stout

pntronne, a lady who turned to him from the bustling,

breezy hall a countenance covered with fresh matutinal

powder and a bosom as capacious as the velvet shelf of a

chimneypiece, over which her round white face, framed in

its golden frizzle, might have figured as a showy clock.

He ordered, with particular recommendations, Mrs. Wix's

repast, and it was a charm to hear his easy, brilliant

French : even his companion's ignorance could measure

the perfection of it. The patron tic, rubbing her hands and

breaking in with high, swift notes as into a florid duet,
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went with him to the street, and while they talked a

moment longer Maisie remembered what Mrs. Wix had

said about every one's liking him. It came out enough

through the morning powder, it came out enough in the

heaving bosom how the landlady liked him. He had

evidently ordered something lovely for Mrs. Wix. i%JU

bien soigne*, rCest-ce-pas ?
"

"
Soyez tranquille"

—the patronne beamed upon him.

" Et pour Madame ? "

"Madame?" he echoed—it just pulled him up a little.

" Rien encore?"
" Rien encore. Come, Maisie." She hurried along with

him, but on the way to the cafe" he said nothing.
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After they were seated there it was different : the place

was not below the hotel, but further along the quay ; with

wide, clear windows and a floor sprinkled with bran in a

manner that gave it for Maisie something of the added

charm of a circus. They had pretty much to themselves

the painted spaces and the red plush benches ; these were

shared by a few scattered gentlemen who picked teeth,

with facial contortions, behind little bare tables, and by an

old personage in particular, a very old personage with a

red ribbon in his buttonhole, whose manner of soaking

buttered rolls in coffee and then disposing of them in the

little that was left of the interval between his nose and

chin might at a less anxious hour have cast upon Maisie

an almost envious spell. They too had their cafe" au lait

and their buttered rolls, determined by Sir Claude's asking
her if she could with that light aid wait till the hour of

dejeuner. His allusion to this meal gave her, in the

shaded, sprinkled coolness, the scene, as she vaguely felt,

of a sort of ordered, mirrored licence, the haunt of those—
the irregular, like herself— who went to bed or who rose

too late, something to think over while she watched the

white-aproned waiter perform as nimbly with plates and

saucers as a certain conjurer her friend had in London

taken her to a music-hall to see. Sir Claude had pre-

sently begun to talk again, to tell her how London had

looked and how long he had felt himself, on either side, to

have been absent ; all about Susan Ash too and the
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amusement as well as the difficulty he had had with her
;

then all about his return journey and the Channel in the

night and the crowd of people coming over and the way
there were always too many one knew. He spoke of other

matters beside, especially of what she must tell him of the

occupations, while he was away, of Mrs. Wix and her

pupil. Hadn't they had the good time he had promised ?

—had he exaggerated a bit the arrangements made for

their pleasure ? Maisie had something—not all there

was—to say of his success and of their gratitude : she had

a complication of thought that grew every minute, grew
with the consciousness that she had never seen him in

this particular state in which he had been given back.

Mrs. Wix had once said—it was once or fifty times
;

once was enough for Maisie, but more was not too much
—that he was wonderfully various. Well, he was certainly

so, to the child's mind, on the present occasion : he was

much more various than he was anything else. The fact

that they were together in a shop, at a nice little inti-

mate table as they had so often been in London, only,

besides, made greater the difference of what they were

together about. This difference was in his face, in his

voice, in every look he gave her and every movement he

made. They were not the looks and the movements he

really wanted to show, and she could feel as well that they

were not those she herself wanted. She had seen him

nervous, she had seen every one she had come in contact

with nervous, but she had never seen him so nervous as

this. Little by little it gave her a settled terror, a terror

that partook of the coldness she had felt just before, at

the hotel, to find herself, on his answer about Mrs. Beale,

disbelieve him. She seemed to see at present, to touch

across the table, as if by laying her hand on it, what he

had meant when he confessed on those several occasions

to fear. Why was such a man so often afraid ? It must

have begun to come to her now that there was one thing
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just such a man above all could be afraid of. He could

be afraid of himself. His fear at all events was there ;

his fear was sweet to her, beautiful and tender to her, was

having coffee and buttered rolls and talk and laughter that

were no talk and laughter at all with her
;
his fear was in

his jesting, postponing, perverting voice ; it was in just

this make-believe way he had brought her out to imitate

the old London playtimes, to imitate indeed a relation that

had wholly changed, a relation that she had with her

very eyes seen in the act of change when, the day before

in the salon, Mrs. Beale rose suddenly before her. She
rose before her, for that matter, now, and even while their

refreshment delayed Maisie arrived at the straight

question for which, on their entrance, his first word had

given opportunity.
" Are we going to have dejeuner with

Mrs. Beale?"

His reply was anything but straight.
" You and I ?

"

Maisie sat back in her chair. " Mrs. Wix and me."

Sir Claude also shifted. "That's an inquiry, my dear

child, that Mrs. Beale herself must answer." Yes, he had

shifted ; but abruptly, after a moment during which

something seemed to hang there between them and, as it

heavily swayed, just fan them with the air of its motion,
she felt that the whole thing was upon them. " Do you
mind," he broke out,

" my asking you what Mrs. Wix
has said to you ?

"

"Said to me?"
"This day or two—while I was away."
" Do you mean about you and Mrs. Beale ?

"

Sir Claude, resting on his elbows, fixed his eyes a

moment on the white marble beneath them. " No ;
I

think we had a good deal of that—didn't we ?—before I

left you. It seems to me we had it pretty well all out. 1

mean about yourself, about your—don't you know ?—
associating with us, as I might say, and staying on with

us. While you were alone with our friend what did she say?"
I
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Maisie felt the weight of the question ; it kept her

silent for a space during which she looked at Sir Claude,

whose eyes remained bent. "Nothing," she rejoined at

last.

He showed incredulity.
"
Nothing ?

"

"
Nothing," Maisie repeated ; on which an interruption

descended in the form of a tray bearing the preparations

for their breakfast.

These preparations were as amusing as everything else ;

the waiter poured their coffee from a vessel like a watering-

pot and then made it froth with the curved stream of hot

milk that dropped from the height of his raised arm ;
but

the two looked across at each other through the whole

play of French pleasantness with a gravity that had now

ceased to dissemble. Sir Claude sent the waiter off again

for something and then took up her answer. "Hasn't

she tried to affect you ?
"

Face to face with him thus it seemed to Maisie that she

had tried so little as to be scarce worth mentioning ;

again therefore an instant she shut herself up. Presently

she found her middle course. " Mrs. Beale likes her now ;

and there's one thing I've found out—a great thing. Mrs.

Wix enjoys her being so kind. She was tremendously

kind all day yesterday."
"

I see. And what did she do ?
"

Sir Claude asked.

Maisie was now busy with her breakfast, and her com-

panion attacked his own ;
so that it was all, in form at

least, even more than their old sociability. "Everything

she could think of. She was as nice to her as you are," the

child said. " She talked to her all day."
" And what did she say to her ?

"

"Oh, I don't know." Maisie was a little bewildered

with his pressing her so for knowledge ; it didn't fit into

the degree of intimacy with Mrs Beale that Mrs. Wix had

so denounced and that, according to that lady, had now

brought him back in bondage. Wasn't he more aware

**



WHAT MAISIE KNEW 275

than his stepdaughter of what would be done by the person
to whom he was bound ? In a moment, however, she

added :
u She made love to her.

"

Sir Claude looked at her harder, and it was clearly

something- in her tone that made him quickly say :

" You
don't mind my asking you, do you ?

"

"Not at all; only I should think you'd know better

than I."

" What Mrs. Beale did yesterday ?
"

She thought he coloured a trifle ; but almost simul-

taneously with that impression she found herself answer-

ing :
" Yes—if you have seen her."

He broke into the loudest of laughs. "Why, my dear

boy, I told you just now I've absolutely not. I say, don't

you believe me? "

There was something she was already so afraid of that

it covered up other fears. " Didn't you come back to see

her? "
she inquired in a moment. " Didn't you come back

because you always want to so much ?
"

He received her inquiry as he had received her doubt—
with an extraordinary absence of resentment. "

I can

imagine of course why you think that. But it doesn't

explain my doing what I have. It was, as I said to you
just now at the inn, really and truly you I wanted to see."

She felt an instant as she used to feel when, in the back-

garden at her mother's, she took from him the highest push
of a swing—high, high, high—that he had had put there

for her pleasure and that had finally broken down under
the weight and the extravagant patronage of the cook.
"
Well, that's beautiful. But to see me, you mean, and g

away again ?
"

" My going away again is just the point. I can't tell yet— it all depends."
" On Mrs. Beale?" Maisie asked. " She won't go

away." He finished emptying his coffee-cup and then,
when he had put it down, leaned back in his chait. where
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she could see that he smiled at her. This only added to

her idea that he was in trouble, that he was turning some-

how in his pain and trying different things. He continued

to smile and she went on :
" Don't you know that ?

"

"
Yes, I may as well confess to you that as much as that

do know. She won't go away. She'll stay.
"

" She'll stay. She'll stay," Maisie repeated.
*
Just so. Won't you have some more coffee ?

"

"
Yes, please."

" And another buttered roll ?
"

"Yes, please."

He signed to the hovering waiter, who arrived with the

shining spout of plenty in either hand and with the friend-

liest interest in mademoiselle. " Les tartines sont la."

Their cups were replenished and, while he watched almost

musingly the bubbles in the fragrant mixture, "Just so-
just so," Sir Claude said again and again.

" It's awfully
awkward !

" he exclaimed when the waiter had gone.
"That she won't go?"
" Well—everything ! Well, well, well !

" But he pulled

himself together ; he began again to eat. "
I came back

to ask you something. That's what I came back for."

"
I know what you want to ask me," Maisie said.

" Are you very sure ?
"

"I'm almost very."

"Well then, risk it. You mustn't make me risk every-

thing."

She was struck with the force of this. "You want to

know if I should be happy with them.''''

"With those two ladies only? No, no, old man : votts

riy etes pas. So now—there !

"
Sir Claude laughed.

"Well then, what is it?"

The next minute, instead of telling her what it was, he

laid his hand across the table on her own and held her as if

under the prompting of a thought.
" Mrs. Wix would

stay with her? "
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"Without you? Oh yes—now."

"On account, as you just intimated, of Mrs. Beale's

changed manner? "

Maisie, with her sense of responsibility, focused both

Mrs. Beale's changed manner and Mrs. Wix's human
weakness. "

I think she talked her over."

Sir Claude thought a moment. "
Ah, poor dear !

"

" Do you mean Mrs. Beale? "

"Oh no—Mrs. Wix."
" She likes being talked over—treated like any one else.

Oh, she likes great politeness," Maisie expatiated.
"

It

affects her very much."

Sir Claude, to her surprise, demurred a little to this.

"Very much—up to a certain point."
"
Oh, up to any point !

"
Maisie returned with emphasis.

"Well, haven't I been polite to her?"
"
Lovely

—and she perfectly worships you."

"Then, my dear child, why can't she let me alone?"
— this time Sir Claude unmistakably blushed. Before

M; isie, however, could answer his question, which would
indeed have taken her long, he went on in another tone :

" Mrs. Beale thinks she has probably quite broken her

down. But she hasn't."

Though he spoke as if he were sure, Maisie was strong
in the impression she had just uttered and that she now

again produced.
" She has talked her over."

" Ah yes ;
over to herself, but not over to me."

Oh, she couldn't bear to hear him say that !
" To you ?

Don't you really believe how she loves you ?
"

Sir Claude examined his belief.
" Of course I know

she's wonderful."

"She's just every bit as fond of you as / am," said

Maisie. " She told me so yesterday."
"Ah then," he promptly exclaimed, "she has tried to

affect you ! I don't love her, don't you see ? I do her

perfect justice," he pursued, "but I mean I don't love her
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as I do you, and I'm sure you wouldn't seriously expect it.

She's not my daughter—come, old chap ! She's not even

my mother, though I daresay it would have been better

for me if she had been. I'll do for her what I'd do for my
mother, but I won't do more." His real excitement broke

out in a need to explain and justify himself, though he

kept trying to correct and conceal it with laughs and

mouthfuls and other vain familiarities. Suddenly he

broke off, wiping his moustache with sharp pulls and

coming back to Mrs. Beale. " Did she try to talkyou over?"

"No—to me she said very little. Very little indeed,"

Maisie continued.

Sir Claude seemed struck with this. " She was only

sweet to Mrs. Wix ?
"

" As sweet as sugar !

"
cried Maisie.

He looked amused at her comparison, but he didn't

contest it
;

he uttered on the contrary, in an assenting

way, a little inarticulate sound. "I know what she can

be. But much good may it have done her ! Mrs. Wix
won't come round. That's what makes it so fearfully

awkward."

Maisie knew it was fearfully awkward ;
she had known

this now, she felt, for some time, and there was some-

thing else it more pressingly concerned her to learn.

" What is it that you meant you came over to ask me ?
"

"Well," said Sir Claude, "I was just going to say.

Let me tell you it will surprise you." She had finished

breakfast now and she sat back in her chair again : she

waited in silence to hear. He had pushed the things

before him a little way and had his elbows on the table.

This time, she was convinced, she knew what was coming,
and once more, for the crash, as with Mrs. Wix lately in

her room, she held her breath and drew together her

eyes. He was going to say that she must give him up.

He looked hard at her again ;
then he made his effort.

" Should you see your way to let her go ?
"
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She was bewildered. " To let who ?
"

u Mrs. Wix, simply. I put it ;tt the worst. Should

you see your way to sacrifice her? Of course I k

what I'm asking."
Maisie's eyes opened wide again ; this was so different

from what she had expected.
" And stay with you alone ?

"

He gave another push to his coffee-cup.
" With me

and Mrs. Beale. Of course it would be rather rum ; but

everything in our whole story is rather rum, you know.

What is more unusual than for any one to be given up,

like you, by her parents ?
"

"Oh, nothing is more unusual than that!'"'' Maisie

concurred, relieved at the contact of a proposition as to

which concurrence could have lucidity.

"Of course it would be quite unconventional," Sir

Claude went on— **
I mean the little household we three

should make together ;
but things have got beyond

that, don't you see? They got beyond that long ago.
We shall stay abroad at any rate—it's ever so much
easier and it's our affair and nobody else's : it's no one's

business but ours on all the blessed earth. I don't say
that for Mrs. Wix, poor dear— I do her absolute justice.

I respect her ;
I see what she means ; she has done me a

lot of good. But there are the facts. There they are,

simply. And here am I, and here are you. And she

won't come round. She's right from her point of view.

I'm talking to you in the most extraordinary way— I'm

always talking to you in the most extraordinary way, ain't I ?

One would think you were about sixty and that I— I don't

know what any one would think /am. Unless a beastly

cad!" he suggested. "I've been awfully worried, and

this is what it has come to. You've done us the most

tremendous good, and you'll do it still and always, don't

you see? We can't let you go—you're everything'.

There are the facts as I say. She is your mother now,

Mrs. Beale, by what has happened, and I, in the same
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way, I'm your father. No one can contradict that, and

we can't get out of it. My idea would be a nice little

place—somewhere in the south—where she and you would
be together and as good as any one else. And I should

be as good too, don't you see? for I shouldn't live with

you, but I should be close to you—just round the corner,
and it would be just the same. My idea would be that it

should all be perfectly open and frank. Honi soit qui mal

y pense, don't you know ? You're the best thing—you and

what we can do for you—that either of us has ever

known:" he came back to that. "When I say to her
' Give her up, come,' she lets me have it bang in the face :

* Give her up yourself !

'

It's the same old vicious circle—
and when I say vicious I don't mean a pun or a what-d'ye-
call-'em. Mrs. Wix is the obstacle

;
I mean, you know,

if she has affected you. She has affected me, and yet
here I am. I never was in such a tight place : please
believe it's only that that makes me put it to you as I do.

My dear child, isn't that—to put it so—just the way out of

it ? That came to me yesterday, in London, after Mrs. Beale

had gone : I had the most infernal, atrocious day.
• Go

straight over and put it to her : let her choose, freely, her

own self.' So I do, old girl
—I put it to you. Can you

choose freely ?
"

This long address, slowly and brokenly uttered, with

fidgets and falterings, with lapses and recoveries, with a

mottled face and embarrassed but supplicating eyes, reached

the child from a quarter so close that after the shock of

the first sharpness she could see intensely its direction

and follow it from point to point ; all the more that it

came back to the point at which it had started. There was

a word that had hummed all through it.
" Do you call it

a ' sacrifice
'

?
"

" Of Mrs. Wix? I'll call it whatever you call it. I

won't funk it— I haven't, have I ? I'll face it in all its

baseness. Does it strike you it is base for me to get you



WHAT MAISIF. KNEW 281

well away from her, to smuggle you off here into a corner

and bribe you with sophistries and buttered rolls to

betray her?
"

"To betray her?"
" Well—to part with her."

Maisie let the question wait ; the concrete image it

presented was the most vivid side of it.
"

If I part with

her where will she go ?
"

" Back to London."
" But I mean what will she do ?

"

" Oh, as for that I won't pretend I know. I don't. We
all have our difficulties."

That, to Maisie, was at this moment more striking than

it had ever been. " Then who will teach me ?
"

Sir Claude laughed out. " What Mrs. Wix teaches ?
"

Maisie smiled dimly ;
she saw what he meant. " It isn't

so very, very much."
" It's so very, very little," he rejoined,

" that that's a

thing we've positively to consider. We probably shouldn't

give you another governess. To begin with, we shouldn't

be able to get one—not of the only kind that would do. It

wouldn't do—the kind that would do," he queerly enough

explained.
"

I mean they wouldn't stay
—heigh-ho ! We'd

do vou ourselves. Particularly me. You see I can now ;

I haven't got to mind—what I used to. I won't fight shy

as I did—she can show out with me. Our relation, all

round, is more regular."

It seemed wonderfully regular, the way he put it
; yet

none the less, while she looked at it as judiciously as she

could, the picture it made persisted somehow in being a

combination quite distinct—an old woman and a little girl

seated in deep silence on a battered old bench by the ram-

parr of the haute mile. It was just at that hour yesterday ;

they were hand in hand
; they had melted together.

"
I

don't think you yet understand how she clings to you,"

Maisie said at last.
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"I do—I do. But for all that !" And he gave,

turning in his conscious exposure, an oppressed, impatient

sigh ; the sigh, even his companion could recognise, of the

man naturally accustomed to that argument, the man who
wanted thoroughly to be reasonable, but who, if really he

had to mind so many things, would be always impossibly

hampered. What it came to indeed was that he under-

stood quite perfectly. If Mrs. Wix clung it was all the

more reason for shaking Mrs. Wix off.

This vision of what she had brought him to occupied our

young lady while, to ask what he owed, he called the

waiter and put down a gold piece that the man carried off

for change. Sir Claude looked after him, then went on :

" How could a woman have less to reproach a fellow with?

I mean as regards herself."

Maisie entertained the question.
" Yes. How could

she have less ? So why are you so sure she'll go ?
"

"
Surely you heard why—you heard her come out three

nights ago ? How can she do anything but go—after what

she then said ? I've done what she warned me of—she was

absolutely right. So here we are. Her liking Mrs. Beale,

as you call it now, is a motive sufficient with other things

to make her, for your sake, stay on without me
;

it's not a

motive sufficient to make her, even for yours, stay on with

me—swallow, in short, what she can't swallow. And

when you say she's as fond of me as you are I think I can,

if that's the case, challenge you a little on it. Would you,

only with those two, stay on without me ?
" The waiter

came back with the change, and that gave her, under this

appeal, a moment's respite. But when he had retreated

again with the "tip" gathered in with graceful thanks on

a subtle hint from Sir Claude's forefinger, the latter, while

he pocketed the money, followed the appeal up.
" Would

you let her make you live with Mrs. Beale ?
"

"Withoutyou? Never,"Maisie then answered. "Never,"

she said again.
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It made him quite triumph, and she was indeed her

shaken by the mere sound of it.
" So you see you're not,

like her," he exclaimed, "so ready to give me away!''

Then he came back to his original question.
" Can you

choose? I mean can you settle it, by a word, yourself?

Will you stay on with us without her?
"

Now in truth she felt the coldness of her terror, and it

seemed to her that suddenly she knew, as she knew it

about Sir Claude, what she was afraid of. She was afraid

of herself. She looked at him in such a way that it

brought, she could see, wonder into his face, a wonder

held in check, however, by his frank pretension to play

fair with her, not to use advantages, not to hurry nor

hustle her—only to put her chance clearly and kindly

before her. " May I think?
"
she finally asked.

"
Certainly, certainly. But how long?"

" Oh, only a little while," she said meekly.

He had for a moment the air of wishing to look at it as

if it were the most cheerful prospect in the world. " But

what shall we do while you're thinking?" He spoke

as if thought were compatible with almost any distrac-

tion.

There was but one thing Maisie wished to do, and after

an instant she expressed it.
" Have we got to go back to

the hotel ?
"

" Do you want to? "

"Oh no."

"There's not the least necessity for it." He bent his

eyes on his watch ; his face was now very grave.
" We

can do anything else in the world." He looked at her

ag.iin almost as if he were on the point of saying that they

might for instance start off for Paris. But even while

she wondered if that were not coming he had a sudden

drop.
" We can take a walk."

She was all ready, but he sat there as if he had still

something more to say. This too, however, didn't come
;
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so she herself spoke.
"

I think I should like to see

Mrs. Wix first."

" Before you decide? All right
—all right." He had put

on his hat, but he had still to light a cigarette. He
smoked a minute, with his head thrown back, looking
at the ceiling ; then he said :

" There's one thing to

remember—I've a right to impress it on you : we stand

absolutely in the place of your parents. It's their defec-

tion, their extraordinary baseness, that has made our

responsibility. Never was a young person more directly

committed and confided." He appeared to say this over,

at the ceiling, through his smoke, a little for his own
illumination. It carried him after a pause somewhat
further. "

Though, I admit, it was to each of us

separately."
He gave her so, at that moment and in that attitude,

the sense of wanting, as it were, to be on her side—on the

side of what would be in every way most right and wise

and charming for her—that she felt a sudden desire to

show herself as not less delicate and magnanimous, not

less solicitous for his own interests. What were these but

that of the "regularity" he had just before spoken of?
" It was to each of you separately," she accordingly with

much earnestness remarked. " But don't you remember?
I brought you together."
He jumped up with a delighted laugh. "Remember?

Rather ! You brought us together, you brought us

together. Come !
"
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She remained out with him tor a time of which she could

take no measure save that it was too short for what she

wished to make of it—an interval, a barrier indefinite,

insurmountable. They walked about, they dawdled, they

looked in shop-windows ; they did all the old things exactly

as if to try to get back all the old safety, to get something-

out of them that they had always got before. This had

come before, whatever it was, without their trying, and

nothing came now but the intenser consciousness of their

quest and their subterfuge. The strangest thing of all

was what had really happened to the old safety. What
had really happened was that Sir Claude was "free" and

that Mrs. Beale was "
free," and yet that the new medium

was somehow still more oppressive than the old. She

could feel that Sir Claude concurred with her in the sense

that the oppression would be worst at the inn, where, till

something should be settled, they would feel the want of

something—of what could they call it but a footing? The

question of the settlement loomed larger to her now : it

depended, she had learned, so completely on herself. Her

choice, as her friend had called it, was there before her

like an impossible sum on a slate, a sum that in spite of

her plea for consideration she simply got off from doing

while she walked about with him. She must see Mrs.

Wix before she could do her sum
;
therefore the longer

before she saw her the more distant would be the ordeal.

She met at present no demand whatever of her obligation;
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she simply plunged, to avoid it, deeper into the company
of Sir Claude. She saw nothing that she had seen hitherto
—no touch in the foreign picture that had at first been

always before her. The only touch was that of Sir

Claude's hand, and to feel her own in it was her mute
resistance to time. She went about as sightlessly as if he

had been leading her blindfold. If they were afraid of

themselves it was themselves they would find at the inn.

She was certain now that what awaited them there would
be to lunch with Mrs. Beale. All her instinct was to avoid

that, to draw out their walk, to find pretexts, to take him
down upon the beach, to take him to the end of the pier. He
said not another word to her about what they had talked of

at breakfast, and she had a dim vision of how his way of not

letting her see that he was waiting for anything from her

would make any one who should know of it, would make
Mrs. Wix for instance, think him more than ever a

gentleman. It was true that once or twice, on the jetty,
on the sands, he looked at her for a minute with eyes
that seemed to propose to her to come straight off with
him to Paris. That, however, was not to give her a

nudge about her responsibility. He evidently wanted to

procrastinate quite as much as she did ; he was not a bit

more in a hurry to get back to the others. Maisie herself

at this moment could be secretly merciless to Mrs. Wix—
to the extent at any rate of not caring if her continued

disappearance did make that lady begin to worry about

what had become of her, even begin to wonder perhaps
if the truants hadn't found their remedy. Her want of

mercy to Mrs. Beale indeed was at least as great ; for

Mrs. Beale's worry and wonder would be as much greater
as the object at which they were directed. When at last

Sir Claude, at the far end of the plage, which they had

already, in the many-coloured crowd, once traversed, sud-

denly, with a look at his watch, remarked that it was

time, not to get back to the table d'hote, but to get over to
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the station and meet the Paris papers
—when he did this

she found herself thinking quite with intensity what Mrs.

Beale and Mrs. Wix would say. On the way over to the

station she had even a mental picture of the stepfather and

the pupil established in a little place in the south while

the governess and the stepmother, in a little place in the

north, remained linked by a community of blankness and

by the endless theme of intercourse it would afford. The
Paris papers had come in and her companion with a

strange extravagance bought no less of them than nine :

it took up time while they hovered at the bookstall on the

restless platform, where the little volumes in a row were

all yellow and pink and one of her favourite old women
in one of her favourite old caps absolutely wheedled him

into the purchase of three. They had thus so much to

carry home that it would have seemed simpler, with such

a provision for a nice straight journey through France,

just to "
nip," as she phrased it to herself, into the coupe

of the train that, a little further along, stood waiting to

start. She asked Sir Claude where it was going.
"To Paris. Fancy!"
She could fancy well enough. They stood there and

smiled, he with all the newspapers under his arm and she

with the three books, one yellow and two pink. He had

told her the pink were for herself and the yellow one for

Mrs. Beale, implying in an interesting way that these

were the vivid divisions in France of literature for the

young and for the old. She knew that they looked exactly

as if they were going to get into the train, and she present!)

brought out to her companion : "I wish we could go.

Won't you take me ?
"

He continued to smile. " Would you really come? "

u Oh yes, oh yes. Try."
u Do you want me to take our tickets ?"

"Yes, take them."
" Without any luggage ?

"
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She showed their two armfuls, smiling at him as he

smiled at her, but so conscious of being more frightened

than she had ever been in her life that she seemed to see

her whiteness as in a glass. Then she knew that what

she saw was Sir Claude's whiteness : he was as frightened

as herself. " Haven't we got plenty of luggage ?
"

she

asked. " Take the tickets—haven't you time ? When does

the train go ?
"

Sir Claude turned to a porter. "When does the

train go ?
"

The man looked up at the station clock. " In two

minutes. Monsieur est place" ?
"

" Pas encore."
" Et vos billets?—vous n'avez que le temps." Then, after

a look at Maisie, "Monsieur veut-il que je les prenne?"
the man inquired.

Sir Claude turned back to her. " Veux-tu Men qu'il en

prenne ? "

It was the most extraordinary thing in the world : in the

intensity of her excitement she not only by illumination

understood all their French, but fell into it with an active

perfection. She addressed herself straight to the porter.
1 '

Prenny, prenny. Oh prenny !
"

"
Ah, si mademoiselle le vent /" He waited there

for the money.
But Sir Claude only stared—stared at her with his white

face. " You have chosen then ? You'll let her go?
"

Maisie carried her eyes wistfully to the train, where,

amid cries of "En voiture, en voiture!" heads were at

windows and doors banging loud. The porter was

pressing.
" Ah, vous n'aves plus le temps !

"

" It's going
—it's going !

"
cried Maisie.

They watched it move, they watched it start ; then the

man went his way with a shrug.
"

It's gone !

"
Sir Claude

said.

Maisie crept some distance up the platform ; she stood
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there with her back to her companion, following it with

her eyes, keeping down tears, nursing her pink and yellow

books. She hail had a real fright, but had fallen back to

earth. The odd thing was that in her fall her fear too had

been dashed down and broken. It was gone. She looked

round at last from where she had paused at Sir Claude's,

and then she saw that his was not. It sat there with him

on the bench to which, against the wall of the station, he

had retreated, and where, leaning back and, as she thought,
rather queer, he still waited. She came down to him and

he continued to offer his ineffectual intention of pleasantry.
"
Yes, I've chosen," she said to him. "

I'll let her go if

you—if you
"

She faltered ; he quickly took her up.
" If I, if

I ?
"

" If you'll give up Mrs. Beale."

"Oh!" he exclaimed; on which she saw how much,

how hopelessly he was afraid. She had supposed at the

cafe that it was of his rebellion, of his gathering motive ;

but how could that be when his temptations—that tempta-
tion for example of the train they had just lost—were

after all so slight ? Mrs. Wix was right. He was afraid

of his weakness—of his weakness.

She could not have told you afterwards how they got
back to the inn : she could only have told you that even

from this point they had not gone straight, but once more

had wandered and loitered and, in the course of it, had

found themselves on the edge of the quay where— still

apparently with half an hour to spare
—the boat prepared

for Folkestone was drawn up. Here they hovered as they
had done at the station ; here they exchanged silences

again, but only exchanged silences. There were punctual

people on the deck, choosing places, taking the best ;

some of them already contented, all established and

shawled, facing to England and attended by the steward,

who, confined on such a day to the lighter offices, tucked

T
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up the ladies' feet or opened bottles with a pop. They
looked down at these things without a word

; they even

picked out a good place for two that was left in the lee of

a lifeboat ; and if they lingered rather stupidly, neither

deciding to go aboard nor deciding to come away, it was

quite as much as she Sir Claude who wouldn't move. It

was Sir Claude who cultivated the supreme stillness by
which she knew best what he meant. He simply meant
that he knew all she herself meant. But there was no

pretence of pleasantry now : their faces were grave and

tired. When at last they lounged off it was as if his fear,

his fear of his weakness, leaned upon her heavily as they
followed the harbour. In the hall of the hotel as they

passed in she saw a battered old box that she recognised,
an ancient receptacle with dangling labels that she knew
and a big painted W, lately done over and intensely

personal, that seemed to stare at her with a recognition
and even with some suspicion of its own. Sir Claude

caught it too, and there was agitation for both of them in

the sight of this object on the move. Was Mrs. Wix

going and was the responsibility of giving her up lifted,

at a touch, from her pupil ? Her pupil and her pupil's

companion, transfixed a moment, held, in the presence of

the omen, communication more intense than in the pre-

sence either of the Paris train or of the Channel steamer ;

then, and still without a word, they went straight upstairs.

There, however, on the landing, out of sight of the people

below, they collapsed so that they had to sink down

together for support : they simply seated themselves on

the uppermost step while Sir Claude grasped the hand of

his stepdaughter with a pressure that at another moment
would probably have made her squeal. Their books and

papers were all scattered. " She thinks you've given her

up!"
" Then I must see her— I must see her," Maisie said.

" To bid her good-bye ?
"
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"
I must see her— I must sec her," the child only

repeated.

They sat a minute longer, Sir Claude with his tight grip
of her hand and looking away from her, looking

-

straight
down the staircase to where, round the turn, electric hells

rattled and the pleasant sea-draught blew. At last,

loosening his grasp, he slowly got up while she did the

same. They went together along the lobby, but before

they reached the salon he stopped again.
"

If I give up
Mrs. Beale ?"
"

I'll go straight out with you again and not come back

till she has gone."
He seemed to wonder. "Till Mrs. Beale >"

He had made it sound like a bad joke. "I mean till

Mrs. Wix leaves— in that boat."

Sir Claude looked almost foolish. "
Is she going in

that boat ?
"

"
I suppose so. I won't even bid her good-bye," M

continued. "
I'll stay out til! the boat has gone. I'll go up

to the old rampart."
"The old rampart?"
"

I'll sit on that old bench where you see the gold

irgin.

"The gold Virgin?" he vaguely echoed. But it

brought his eyes back to her as if after an instant he

could see the place and the thing she named—could see

her sitting there alone. " While I break with Mrs.

Beale?"

"While you break with Mrs. Beale."

He gave a long, deep, smothered sigh.
"

1 must see

her first."

" You won't do as I do? Go out and wait ?
"

" Wait ?
"—once more he appeared at a Ioj s.

"Till they both have gone," Maisie said.

"
Giving 11s up ?

"

"
Giving us up."
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Oh, with what a face, for an instant, he wondered if

that could be ! But his wonder the next moment only
made him go to the door and, with his hand on the knob,
stand as if listening for voices. Maisie listened, but she

heard none. All she heard presently was Sir Claude's

saying with speculation quite averted, but so as not to be

heard in the salon: " Mrs. Beale will never go." On this

he pushed open the door and she went in with him. The
salon was empty, but as an effect of their entrance the

lady he had just mentioned appeared at the door of the

bedroom. " Is she going?
" he then demanded-

Mrs. Beale came forward, closing her door behind her.
" I've had the most extraordinary scene with her. She

told me yesterday she'd stay."
" And my arrival has altered it ?

"

"
Oh, we took that into account !

"
Mrs. Beale was

flushed, which was never quite becoming to her, and her

face visibly testified to the encounter to which she alluded.

Evidently, however, she had not been worsted, and she

held up her head and smiled and rubbed her hands as if in

sudden emulation of the patronne. "She promised she'd

stay even if you should come."
" Then why has she changed ?

"

" Because she's a hound. The reason she herself gives
is that you've been out too long."

Sir Claude stared. " What has that to do with it ?
"

"You've been out an age," Mrs. Beale continued; "I

myself couldn't imagine what had become of you. The
whole morning," she exclaimed, "and luncheon long since

over !

"

Sir Claude appeared indifferent to that. " Did Mrs. Wix

go down with you?
" he only asked.

" Not she
;
she never budged !

"—and Mrs. Beale's flush,

to Maisie's vision, deepened. "She moped there—she

didn't so much as come out to me ; and when I sent to

invite her she simply declined to appear. She said she
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wanted nothing', and I went down alone. But when I came

up, fortunately a little primed
"—and .Mrs. Beale smiled a

fine smile of battle— '• she teas in the field !

" And you had a big row ?
"

" We had a big row"—she assented with a frankness as

large. "And while you left me to that sort of thing, 1

should like to know where you were !

" She paused for a

reply, but Sir Claude merely looked at Maisie ; a movement
that promptly quickened her challenge. "Where the

mischief have you been ?
"

" You seem to take it as hard as Mrs. Wix," Sir Claude

returned.
"

1 take it as i choose to take it, and you don't answer

my question."

He looked again at Maisie, and as if for an aid to this

effort ; whereupon she smiled at her stepmother and

offered :

" We've been everywhere."
Mrs. Beale, however, made her no response, thereby

adding to a surprise of which our young lady had already
felt the light brush. She had received neither a greeting
nor a glance, but perhaps this was not more remarkable

than the omission, in respect to Sir Claude, parted with

in London two days before, of any sign of a sense of their

reunion. Most remarkable of all was Mrs. Beak's

announcement of the pledge given by Mrs. Wix and not

hitherto revealed to her pupil. Instead of heeding this

witness she went on with acerbity : "It might surely
have occurred to you that something would come up."

Sir Claude looked at his watch. "
I had no idea it was

so late, nor that we had been out so long. We weren't

hungry. It passed like a Hash. What has come up?"
"
Oh, that she's disgusted," said Mrs. Beale.

"With whom then?
"

"With Maisie." Even now she never looked at the

child, who stood there equally associated and disconnected.
" For having no moral sense."
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"How should she have?" Sir Claude tried again to

shine a little at the companion of his walk. " How at

any rate is it proved by her going out with me ?
"

"Don't ask me; ask that woman. She drivels when
she doesn't rage," Mrs. Beale declared.

"And she leaves the child ?
"

" She leaves the child," said Mrs. Beale with great

emphasis and looking more than ever over Maisie's

head.

In this position suddenly a change came into her face,

caused, as the others could the next thing see, by the

reappearance of Mrs. Wix in the doorway which, on

coming in at Sir Claude's heels, Maisie had left gaping.
"

I don't leave the child— I don't, I don't !

" she thundered

from the threshold, advancing upon the opposed three,

but addressing herself directly to Maisie. She was girded—
positively harnessed—for departure, arrayed as she

had been arrayed on her advent and armed with a small,

fat, rusty reticule which, almost in the manner of a battle-

axe, she brandished in support of her words. She had

clearly come straight from her room, where Maisie in

an instant guessed she had directed the removal of her

minor effects. "
I don't leave you till I've given you

another chance : will you come with me ?
"

Maisie turned to Sir Claude, who struck her as having
been removed to a distance of about a mile. To Mrs„

Beale she turned no more than Mrs. Beale had turned :

she felt as if already their difference had been disclosed.

What had come out about that in the scene between the

two women ? Enough came out now, at all events, as

she put it practically to her stepfather. "Will you
come? Won't you?" she inquired as if she had not

already seen that she should have to give him up. It

was the last flare of her dream. By this time she was

afraid of nothing.
" I should think you'd be too proud to ask !

" Mrs. Wix
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interposed. Mrs. Wix was herself conspicuously too

proud.
But at the child's words Mrs. Beale had fairly bounded.

"Conic away from me, Music?" It was a wail of dismay
and reproach, in which her Stepdaughter was astonished to

read that she had had no hostile consciousness and that

if she had been so actively grand it was not from suspicion,

but from strange entanglements of modesty.
Sir Claude presented to Mrs. Beale an expression

positively sick. " Don't put it to her t)uit way !

" There

had indeed been something in Mrs. Beale's tone, and for a

moment our young lady was reminded of the old days in

which so many of her friends had been "
compromised."

This friend blushed—it was before Mrs. Wix, and

though she bridled she took the hint. "No— it isn't the

way." Then she showed she knew the way.
" Don't be

a still bigger fool, dear, but go straight to your room :.im.\

wait there till I can come to you."
Maisie made no motion to obey, but Mrs. Wix raised a

hand that forestalled every evasion. "Don't nunc till

you've heard me. I'm going, but I must first understand.

Have you lost it again ?
"

Maisie surveyed for the idea of a describable loss the

immensity of space. Then she replied lamely enough :

"
1

feel as if I had lost everything."
Mrs. Wix looked dark. "Do you mean to say yoi

have lost what we found together with so much difficulty

two days ago?" As her pupil failed of response she

continued :
" Do you mean to say you've already forgotten

what we found together?"
Maisie dimly remembered. " My moral sense?

"

"Your moral sense. Haven't 1, after all, brought it

out?" She spoke as she had never spoken even in the

schoolroom and with the book in her hand.

It brought back to the child's recollection o( how
sometimes she couldn't repeat on Friday the sentence that
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had been glib on Wednesday, and she thought with

conscious stupidity of the mystery on which she was now
pulled up. Sir Claude and Mrs. Beale stood there like

visitors at an "exam." She had indeed an instant a

whiff of the faint flower that Mrs. Wix pretended to have

plucked and now with such a peremptory hand passed
under her nose. Then it left her, and, as if she were

sinking with a slip from a foothold, her arms made a short

jerk. What this jerk represented was the spasm within

her of something still deeper than a moral sense. She
looked at her examiner ; she looked at the visitors ; she

felt the rising of the tears she had kept down at the

station. The only thing was the old fiat, shameful school-

room plea.
"

I don't know—I don't know."

"Then you've lost it." Mrs. Wix seemed to close the

book as she fixed the straighteners on Sir Claude. " You've

nipped it in the bud. You've killed it when it had begun
to live."

She was a newer Mrs. Wix than ever, a Mrs. Wix
high and great ; but Sir Claude was not after all to be

treated as a little boy with a missed lesson. " I've not

killed anything," he said; "on the contrary I think I've

produced life. I don't know what to call it— I haven't even

known how decently to deal with it, to approach it ; but,

whatever it is, it's the most beautiful thing I've ever met—
it's exquisite, it's sacred." He had his hands in his

pockets and, though a trace of the sickness he had just

shown still perhaps lingered there, his face bent itself with

extraordinary gentleness on both the friends he was about

to lose. "Do you know what I came back for?" he

asked of the elder.

" I think I do !

"
cried Mrs. Wix, surprisingly un-

mollified and with a crimson on her brow that was like a

wave of colour reflected from the luridness lately enacted

with Mrs. Beale. That lady, as if a little besprinkled

by such turns of the tide, uttered a loud inarticulate
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protest and, averting- herself, stood a moment at the

window.
"

I came back with a proposal," said Sir Claude.
44 To me?" Mrs. Wix asked.
" To Maisie. That she should give you up."
"And does she?"
Sir Claude wavered. " Tell her !

"
he then exclaimed to

the child, also turning- away ;^ if to give her the chance.

But Mrs. Wix and her pupil stood confronted in silence,

Maisie whiter than ever—more awkward, more rigid and

yet more dumb. They looked at each other hard, and as

nothing came from them Sir Claude faced about again.

"You won't tell her? — you can't?" Still she said

nothing : whereupon, addressing Mrs. Wix, he broke

into a kind of ecstasy.
" She refused—she refused !

"

Maisie, at this, found her voice. "
I didn't refuse. I

didn't," she repeated.
It brought Mrs. Beale straight back to her. "You

accepted, angel—you accepted !

" She threw herself upon
the child and, before Maisie could resist, had sunk with

her upon the sofa, possessed of her, encircling her.

"You've given her up already, you've given her up for

ever, and you're ours and ours only now, and the sooner

she's off the better !

"

Maisie had shut her eyes, but at a word of Sir

Claude's they opened. "Let her go !

" he said to Mrs.

Beale.
"
Never, never, never!" cried Mrs. Beale. Maisie felt

herself more compressed.
"Let her go!" Sir Claude more intensely repeated.

He was looking at Mrs. Beale and there was something in

his voice. Maisie knew from a loosening oi' arms that

she had become conscious of what it was ; she slowly rose

from the sofa, and the child stood there again dropped
and divided. "You're free—you're free," Sir Claude

went on ; at which Maisie's back became aware of a push
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that vented resentment and that placed her again in the

centre of the room, the cynosure of every eye and not

knowing which way to turn.

She turned with an effort to Mrs. Wix. "
I didn't

refuse to give you up. I said I would if he'd give up !
"

" Give up Mrs. Beale ?
"
burst from Mrs. Wix.

"Give up Mrs. Beale. What do you call that but

exquisite?" Sir Claude demanded of all of them, the lady
mentioned included

; speaking with a relish as intense

now as if some lovely work of art or of nature had

suddenly been set down among them. He was rapidly

recovering himself on this basis of fine appreciation.
" She made her condition—with such a sense of what it

should be ! She made the only right one."

"The only right one?"—Mrs. Beale returned to the

charge. She had taken a moment before a snub from

him, but she was not to be snubbed on this. " How can

you talk such rubbish and how can you back her up in

such impertinence ? What in the world have you done to

her to make her think of such stuff?
" She stood there in

righteous wrath ; she flashed her eyes round the circle.

Maisie took them full in her own, knowing that here at

last was the moment she had had most to reckon with.

But as regards her stepdaughter Mrs. Beale subdued
herself to an inquiry deeply mild. "Have you made, my
own love, any such condition as that ?

"

Somehow, now that it was there, the great moment was
not so bad. What helped the child was that she knew
what she wanted. All her learning and learning had made
her at last learn that

; so that if she waited an instant to

reply it was only from the desire to be nice. Bewilderment

had simply gone or at any rate was going fast. Finally
she answered. " Will you give him up ? Will you ?

"

11
Ah, leave her alone—leave her, leave her !

"
Sir Claude

in sudden supplication murmured to Mrs. Beale

Mrs. Wix at the same instant found another apostrophe.
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11 Isn't it enough for you, madam, to have brought her to

discussing your relations ?
"

Mrs. Beale left Sir Claude unheeded, but Mrs. Wix could

make her flame.
"
My relations? What do you know,

you hideous creature, about my relations, and what busi-

ness on earth have you to speak of them ? Leave the room
this instant, you horrible old woman !

"

"
I think you had better go—you must really catch your

boat," Sir Claude said distressfully to Mrs. Wix. He was
out of it now, or wanted to be ;

he knew the worst and

had accepted it : what now concerned him was to prevent,
to dissipate vulgarities.

" Won't you go—won't you just

get off quickly ?
"

" With the child as quickly as you like. Not without

her." Mrs. Wix was adamant.
" Then why did you lie to me, you fiend ?

"
Mrs. Beale

almost yelled. "Why did you tell me an hour ago that

you had given her up ?
"

" Because I despaired of her—because I thought she had

left me." Mrs. Wix turned to Maisie. " You were with

them—in their connection. But now your eyes are open,
and I take you !

"

" No you don't !

n and Mrs. Beale made, with a great
fierce jump, a wild snatch at her stepdaughter. She

caught her by the arm and, completing an instinctive

movement, whirled her round in a further leap to the door,

which had been closed by Sir Claude the instant their

voices had risen. She fell back against it and, even while

denouncing and waving off Mrs. Wix, kept it closed in an

incoherence of passion.
" You don't take her, but you

bundle yourself: she stays with her own people and sh,

rid of you ! I never heard anything so monstrous !

"
Sir

Claude had rescued Maisie and kept hold of her
; he held

her in front of him, resting his hands very lightly on her

shoulders and facing the loud adversaries. Mrs. Beak

flush had dropped ; she had turned pale with a splendid
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wrath. She kept protesting- and dismissing Mrs. Wix ;

she glued her back to the door to prevent Maisie's flight ;

she drove out Mrs. Wix by the window or the chimney.
''You're a nice one—'discussing relations'—with your
talk of our ' connection ' and your insults ! What in the

world is our connection but the love of the child who is our

duty and our life and who holds us together as closely as

she originally brought us ?
"

"
I know, I know !

"
Maisie said with a burst of eager-

ness. "
I did bring you."

The strangest of laughs escaped from Sir Claude. " You
did bring us—you did !

" His hands went up and down

gently on her shoulders.

Mrs. Wix so dominated the situation that she had

something sharp for every one. "There you have it, you
see !

" she pregnantly remarked to her pupil.
" Will you give him up?" Maisie persisted to Mrs.

Beale.

"To you, you abominable little horror?" that lady

indignantly inquired,
" and to this raving old demon who

has filled your dreadful little mind with her wickedness ?

Have you been a hideous little hypocrite all these years
that I've slaved to make you love me and deludedly
believed that you did ?

"

"
I love Sir Claude— I love 7u'm," Maisie replied with a

sense slightly rueful and embarrassed that she appeared
to offer it as something that would do as well. Sir Claude

had continued to pat her, and it was really an answer to

his pats.
" She hates you—she hates you," he observed with the

oddest quietness to Mrs. Beale.

His quietness made her blaze. " And you back her up
in it and give me up to outrage ?

"

" No ;
I only insist that she's free—she's free."

Mrs. Beale stared—Mrs. Beale glared.
" Free to starve

with this pauper lunatic ?
"
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"
I'll do more for her than you ever did !" Mrs. Wi>

retorted. "
I'll work my fingers to the bone."

Maisie, with Sir Claude's hands still on her should.

felt, just us she felt the fine surrender in them, that

over her head he looked in a certain way at Mrs. Wix.

"You needn't do that," she heard him say. "She hi

means."
" Means ?—Maisie?" Mrs. Beale shrieked. "Means

that her vile father has stolen !

"

"
I'll get them back— I'll get them back. I'll look into

it." He smiled and nodded at Mrs. Wix.
This had a fearful effect on his other friend. " Haven't

/looked into it, I should like to know, and haven't I found

an abyss? It's too inconceivable—your cruelty to me !

"

she wildly broke out. She had hot tears in her eyes.
1 [e spoke to her very kindly, almost coaxingly.

" We'll

look into it again ; we'll look into it together. It /s an

abyss, but he can be made—or Ida can. Think of the

money they're getting now !

" he laughed.
"

It's all

right, it's all right," he continued. " It wouldn't do— it

wouldn't do. We can't work her in. It's perfectly true—
she's unique. We're not good enough—oh no !

"
and,

quite exuberantly, he laughed again.

"Not good enough, and that beast is?" Mrs. Beale

shouted.

At this for a moment there was a hush in the room,

and in the midst of it Sir Claude replied to the question b\

moving with Maisie to Mrs. Wix. The next thing the

child knew she was at that lady's side with an arm firnil .

grasped. Mrs. Beale still guarded the door. " Let them

pass," said Sir Claude at last.

She remained there, however ; Maisie saw the pair look

at each other. Then she saw Mrs. Beale turn to her.

11 I'm your mother now, Maisie. And he's your father."

"That's just where it is!" sighed Mrs. Wix with an

effect of irony positively detached and philosophic.
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Mrs. Beale continued to address her young- friend, and
her effort to be reasonable and tender was in its way re-

markable. " We're representative, you know, of Mr.

Farange and his former wife. This person represents
mere illiterate presumption. We take our stand on the

law."

"Oh the law, the law!" Mrs. Wix superbly jeered.
" You had better indeed let the law have a look at you !

"

" Let them pass
—let them pass !

"
Sir Claude pressed

his friend—he pleaded.
But she fastened herself still to Maisie. " Do you hate

me, dearest?"

Maisie looked at her with new eyes, but answered as she
had answered before. " Will you give him up ?

"

Mrs. Beale's rejoinder hung fire, but when it came it

was noble. " You shouldn't talk to me of such things !

"

She was shocked, she was scandalised to tears.

For Mrs. Wix, however, it was her discrimination that

was indelicate. " You ought to be ashamed of yourself !
"

she roundly cried.

Sir Claude made a supreme appeal.
" Will you be so

good as to allow these horrors to terminate ?
"

Mrs. Beale fixed her eyes on him, and again Maisie
watched them. "You should do him justice," Mrs. Wix
went on to Mrs. Beale. "We've always been devoted
to him, Maisie and I—and he has shown how much he
likes us. He would like to please her

; he would like

even, I think, to please me. But he hasn't given you
up."

They stood confronted, the step-parents, still under
Maisie's observation. That observation had never sunk
so deep as at this particular moment. "Yes, my dear, I

haven't given you up," Sir Claude said to Mrs. Beale at last,
" and if you'd like me to treat our friends here as solemn
witnesses I don't mind giving you my word for it that I

never, never will. There !

" he dauntlessly exclaimed.
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" He can't !" Mr<. Wix tragically commented.

Mrs. Beale, erect and alive in her defeat, jerked her

handsome face about. "He can't!" she literally

mocked.

"He can't, he can't, he can't!" S\v Claude's gay

emphasis wonderfully carried it off.

Mrs. Beale took it all in, yet she held her ground ; on

which Maisie addressed Mrs. Wix. "Shan't we lose the

boat?"
•
Yes, we shall lose the boat," Mrs. Wix remarked to

Sir Claude.

Mrs. Beale meanwhile faced full at Maisie. "
I don't

know what to make of you !

"
she launched.

"
Good-bye," said Maisie to Sir Claude.

"Good-bye, Maisie," Sir Claude answered.

Mrs. Beale came away from the door. "Good-bye!"
she hurled at Maisie; then passed straight across the room

and disappeared in the adjoining one.

Sir Claude had reached the other door and opened it.

Mi s.Wix was already out. On the threshold Maisie paused ;

she put out her hand to her stepfather. He took it and

held it a moment, and their eyes met as the eyes of those

who have done for each other what they can. "
Good-bye,"

he repeated.
"
Good-bye." And Maisie followed Mrs. Wix.

They caught the steamer, which was just putting off,

and, hustled across the gulf, found themselves on the deck

so breathless and so scared that they gave up half the

voyage to letting their emotion sink. It sank slowly and

imperfectly ; but at last, in mid-channel, surrounded by
the quiet sea, Mrs. Wix had courage to revert. "

I didn't

look back, did you?"
"Yes. He wasn't there," said Maisie.
" Not on the balcony ?

"

Maisie waited a moment; then,
"

lie wasn't there," she

simply said again.



3o4
WHAT MAISIE KNEW

Mrs. Wix also was silent awhile. "He went to her"

she finally observed.

" Oh, I know !

" the child replied.

Mrs. Wix gave a sidelong look. She still had room for

wonder at what Maisie knew.

Printed by Baixantyne, Hanson c- Co.

London & Edinburgh



ILLUMINATION
By HAROLD FREDERIC

In One Volutin

The Athenaeum.— 'When Mr. 1

.. Ameri
.

... r revealed reminds us i :

.

The Spectator.--' '1 here is something more than the mere touch of the

ter in ///a - the

novel Mr. H . .ces him very
fiction. . . .

els of the year.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— ' Mr. Frederic's picture of the ideas and h;.

of tli i unity is a revelation.'

The Morning Post.— ' Unmistakal ly a clever work, epigrammatic and
al.'

The St. James's Gazette.—'A novel of singular force and skill, which

every one should read.'

The Westminster Gazette.—'With this work Mr. Frederic maj
to make a successful bi place in the first rank of living novelists. I :'-

a book of such strange interest and r, of such e and original

humour, that we shall be Sll indeed if its merit is not generally
reco

The Daily Telegraph.
—'A remarkable novel, as 01

as it is powerful in execution. A novel well w rth re., ing, both for the

thing interest of its central theme and for the excellence of the sub-
• charactei

The Saturday Review. --' Mr. Frederic at his hest. The drama unfolds

itself with ran nt. . . . Michael is a beautiful c

acter, vividly and exquisitely painted. The SoulsLys, whose peculiar
is unkii re creations v le would

make the book re:

The Daily Chronicle.— 'Mr. 1 eric is winning his

sure of fiction. Each book he giv<
is an advance upon the oi re it. ... His story is chiselled in d<

but the details gradually merge into a finished work ; and when we close the

last page we have a n I men and women for our acquaintance
set of provocat

'

r in literal;:;

shelves. ... Mr. 1 i-. I ric's new novel is the \ a man born to v

fiction ;
• a genuine hui . inal

and £ and of a mar.

The Manchester Guardian.— 'A remarkabl the

I of the year. It is a long time since a portance
ired. It will not only afford i.

the coming season, but it will illy
till a

fiction.'
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WITHOUT SIN

By MARTIN J. PRITCHARD

In One Volume, price 6s.

The World.— 'The ingenious manner in which the story is sustained to

the end, the undoubted fascination of the writing, and the convincing charm
of the principal characters are what make this novel so intensely interesting.'

The Literary World.—'We would advise our readers strongly not to

neglect Mr. Pritchard's remarkable story, whatever else they are obliged to

let go pass unread. . . . We are loth to reveal any more of Mr. Pritchard's

most tender and most impressive story. The book teems with ability, and
there are parts which rise superior to this rather mild word. It will be

strange indeed if Mr. Martin Pritchard does not come into great repute.'

The Academy.— ' One is hardly likely to go far wrong in predicting that

Without Sin will attract abundant notice, on account not only of the daring
conception which forms its basis, but of the skilful way in which a delicate

subject is handled. . . . There is something indescribably pathetic in the

situation here produced and its sequel.'

The Daily News.—'In this extraordinary book there are many tender

passages that would adorn many a story of a more " normal "
character.'

The Review of Reviews.— ' An extremely clever book. . . . The story
is very delicately handled, and abounds in situations of thrilling interest. A
unique and daring book.'

The Sun.— '

Beyond all question one of the remarkable novels of the year.
Mr. Pritchard is to be congratulated on the delicacy and refinement which
he brings to bear on the treatment of a theme that is bold to the verge of

audacity. I repeat that it is a remarkable book—remarkable for its liquid
and musical English ; for its penetrating studies in character ;

above all, for

its fastidious treatment of a most delicate theme.'

The Pall Mali Gazette.—'Martin Pritchard's knowledge of the Ghetto
life is excellent, and excellently rendered. The young Jewish girl who is

overtaken by a grave situation is realised to the best powers of the author.

. . . Granting the position, its treatment is unexceptionable. The critical

reader will dwell upon the pictures of Jewish life. These reveal in their

author a perception and an insight which augur well for his future efforts.

In any case, and from any point of view, the book is worth perusal and
consideration.'

To-day.—'The idea of the story is so daring, so improbable, and yet so

naturally told, that one pardons the improbability for the sake of the interest

which it arouses.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



THE .MAN OF STRAW
By EDWIN* ITCH

In One Volun 6s.

The Daily Mail.- built up will,

truthful detail, that no one who cans for a I

Mr. 1'ugh's stun

in it, .

touc .yle of 1 . it is tl>. n humanity has i.

Black and White.— '
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The Daily Telegraph.—' 1
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The Daily Chronicle.— 'Marks a great ad.
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el.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'A ul story. hen
have once begun it, will not be able to I until i;

finish have a

almost Zolae

stands head and shou'.
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The British Weekly.— 'The ablest novel we have read for some v..

Mr. Pugh is .. and thoroug' . and a man
talent. ide of the genius of Dickens.'

The Literary World. - 'A
. Pugh He knows the life and the

: i>ugh c<

alik

Bookselling.-
' A m rk so full .-.tie doubt as to

The Scotsman.— ' A story
autl .ctic stu
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ON THE FACE OF THE WATERS
By FLORA ANNIE STEEL

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Spectator.
—'We have read Mrs. Steel's book with ever-increasing

surprise and admiration—surprise at her insight into people with whom
she can scarcely have been intimate, admiration for the genius which has

enabled her to realise that wonderful welter of the East and West, which
Delhi must have presented just before the Mutiny. There is many an officer

who would give his sword to write military history as Mrs. Steel has written

the history of the rising, the siege, and the storm. It is the most wonderful

picture. We know that none who lived through the Mutiny will lay the book
down without a gasp of admiration, and believe that the same emotion will be
felt by thousands to whom the scenes depicted are but lurid phantasmagoria.'

A.T.Q.C. in ' The Speaker.'—' It certainly is a remarkable book. The
native intrigues are brilliantly handled. Alice Gissing may claim to stand

beside the really great women of fiction. The whole book has the high
seriousness which, until quite recently, few people dreamed of as possible in

an Anglo-Indian novel.'

The Saturday Review.— '

Many novelists and spinners of tales have
made use of the Indian Mutiny, but Mrs. Steel leaves them all a long way
behind. On the Face of the Waters is the best novel of the Great Mutiny,
and we are not likely to see its rival in our time.'

The St. James's Gazette.— ' A fine novel about an epoch in our history
which Englishmen can never cease to weep over and to glory in.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'Mrs. Steel has beaten Mr. Kipling on his

own ground, India. She has written a fine novel, whose scene is laid in the

world Mr. Kipling was the first to make real to us. There is no need to tell

a story which all men and women who love their country and her honour
should read for themselves before the month is out. Books like this are so

rare that it is difficult to welcome them too warmly.'

The Westminster Gazette.—'Beside Mrs. Steel's book, all other stories

dealing with the Mutiny seem thin and melodramatic. It is altogether a
remarkable book.'

The Daily Chronicle.—'A picture, glowing with colour, of the most
momentous and dramatic events in all our Empire's later history. We have
read many stories having for their setting the lurid background of the Indian

Mutiny, but none that for fidelity to fact, for vivacity of imagination, for

masterly breadth of treatment, comes within half a dozen places of this. On
the Face of the Waters is a record of fact as well as a work of fiction, but
fiction and fact are so skilfully interwoven that one realises the fact all the

more vividly because of the intense interest one is compelled to take in the

fiction. The real triumph of the book is in the description of native life,

and in the dramatic power with which are rendered the native thought and

passion and emotion. Mrs. Steel gets fairly inside the Indian skin, and looks

out upon the life of that troublous fiery time through Indian eyes. Any
novelist who writes of India and Indian life now must necessarily challenge

comparison with Mr. Rudyard Kipling. Mrs. Steel has so challenged com-

parison, and need not fear as to the result.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



THE POTTER'S THUMB
Bv FLORA ANNIE Ml..

In Otu Volume, price 6s.

The Globe. - 'Thi rilliant story
—

a. Btory thai

with life, steeped in sympathy with all that is best and

The Manchester Guardian.— 'The impression left upon one aj '.ing

that a new literary artist, of very great and unusual

gifts, has arisen. . . . In short, Ml must be congratulated upon having
I a very genuine and amply deserved success.'

The Glasgow Herald.—'A clever story which, in many respects.
v near to its u iders. The novel is certainly one interesting alike to

the Anglo-Indian and to -travelled travellers who make their

voyages in tun mantic company.'

The Scotsman.— '
It is a capital story, full of variety and movement, which

- with gi at vividness before the reader one of the phases c:

Indian life. Mrs. Steel writes forcibly and sympathetically, and much < :

charm of the picture which she draws lies in the force with which she brings
out the contrast between the Asiatic and European world.

Thumb is very good reading, with its mingling of I :y and comedy of

life. Its evil woman pea
- ... is a finished st

FROM THE FIVE RIVERS
By FLORA ANNIE STEEL

J . i :t l\ /./ m '

6s.

The Times.—'Time v . these sketches of native Punjabi soc

would have been considered a curiosity in literature. ntlv

remarka! lie, even in the? when interest in mb millions

India is thoroughly alive, and writers, great and small, vie in ministering :

v are the more notable as irk ^( a woman. M . has

ht into close i ith the domestic life

Hindu and V .n, in city and village, and has steeped herself in tl

customs and superstitions. . . . Mrs. Steel's 1 k is of nal merit and

The A.henzeum.— 'They ;
his great m

leand low

Northern I nan do systematic

The Globe.— ' - re us the natives of

they live and move and :'.h their pitiful s

civilisation, I nbt of the new ways, tl new lav

•he collection— a I le of nn-
- an Enf' "Sinn]

writing.'
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THE DANCER IN YELLOW
ByW. e. norris

In One Volutne, price 6s.

Lady's Pictorial.—'This is a capital novel. The story is very human,
very well told, and rather pathetic'

The Daily News.—'The story is developed with great ingenuity and

skill, and there is nothing unreal or sentimental in the pathos of the closing
scenes. This book is one of the best that he has given us of late.'

The Academy.— 'The whole book teems with cultivated irony and humour.'

The Spectator.
— '

Daisy herself is a masterpiece
—

certainly one of the

finest of Mr. Norris's very fine portraits.'

The Manchester Guardian.— ' From first to last it is easy, pleasant read-

ing ; full, as usual, of shrewd knowledge of men and things.'

The Guardian.—'A very clever and finished study of a dancer at one of

the London theatres. We found the book very pleasant and refreshing, and
laid it down with the wish that there were more like it.'

The Scotsman.—'A pleasing story. The dancer is attractive in her

natural simplicity.'

The Times.—'An admirable specimen of Mr. Norris's drawing-room

style. . . . The work is dashed off with a firm touch, and carefully finished.

. . . Mr. Norris shows his special talent at its best in analysing and delineat-

ing the feelings and passions of the people chiefly concerned.'

The Athenaeum.— ' We are well content to read Mr. Norris's smooth
fictions as long as he is pleased to send them forth so well finished and per-
fect. . . . This story is a most agreeable specimen of his art. Mr. Norris is

eminently restful, and none of his books have surpassed The Dancer in

Yellow in this his peculiar quality.'

The World.— ' The Daticer in Yellow takes us by surprise. The story is

both tragic and pathetic. . . . We do not think he has written any more
clever and skilful story than this one, and particular admiration is due to the

byways and episodes of the narrative.'

The National Observer.— ' The Dancer in Yellow is readable; it is

interesting ;
the hero is skilfully drawn ; he is very human. The skill in the

portrayal of the ways and manners of the men and women of to-day, that has

long distinguished him, is not wanting. The pictures of contemporary Eng-
land are true and vivid.'

The Speaker.— ' Like all Mr. Norris's stories, it is a tale of society
—in

other words, of the actual life of the present day
—and it gives us many of

those clever sketches of country houses and their owners, and clubs and their

frequenters. . . . There is a strong element of tragedy in the tale ; all lovers

of his work will find a great deal to their taste in The Dancer in Yellow'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



A VICTIM OF GOOD LUCK
By W. E. NORRIS

In One Volume, price 6s.

The World.— ' Here i Mr. Norris in his best form again, giving us an

impossible Story with uch imperturbable composure, such quiet humour,
ihj and irr< istil . that he makes us r i tim

of Good Luck right through with eager interest and unflagging amusement,
without being aware, until we regretfully reach the end, that it is

j

farcical comedy in two delightful volun

The Daily Chronicle- '

It has not a dull page from first to last. Any
one with normal health and taste can read a book like this with real pleasure.'

The Spectator.— ' Mr. Norris displays to the full his general command of

narrative exj which ari happily invented and yet quite natural
— which seen • ;heir place in the book, just as a keyston-
to its place in the arch. . . . The brightest and cleverest book which Mr.

is has given us since he wrote The Rogue.
1

The Saturday Review.— 'Novels which arc neither dull, unwholesome,
morbid, nor ble, are so rare in these days, that A Victim of

. . . ought to find a place in a book-box filled for the n with

light literature. . . . We think it will increase the reputation of anali^

very popular author.'

THE COUNTESS RADNA
By W. E. NORRIS

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Times.— ' He is a ably even writer. And this novel is almost
. medium .is any other for studying the delicacy and dexterity of his

i.manship.
'

The Morning Post.— ' The fidelity of his portraiture is remarkable, and
it has rarely a] ;

eared to so much advantage as in this brilliant novel.'

The Daily News.— '
1 Ins many of the quab

that make by this writer welcome to the critic. It is caustic

the character is clear, the talk natural ; the pages arc strewn
tl

The Speaker.— ' In style, skill in construction, and general I is

rdinary novels.'

Black and White.— ' The novel, like all Mr. N
sivelj work, and the author a - his

grasp of his plot and his chara lacken.'

The Westminster Gazette.— ' Mr. N .1 much
liveliness and force, saying now and then something that is worth remember-

ing. And he sketches his minor characters with a firm touch.'

London: wii.i.iam HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C



FLAMES
By ROBERT HICHENS

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Daily Chronicle.— ' A cunning blend of the romantic and the real, the

work of a man who can observe, who can think, who can imagine, and who
can write. It is not Mr. Hichens's occultism that marks off Flames from the

ordinary run of romances. That distinction is to be found rather in its real-

istic side, on the one hand—its frescoes and vignettes of London—and, on

the other, in its wonderfully touching
—and we at least like to believe essen-

tially true—study of the capacity for goodness and even purity lurking in the

heart of a draggled outcast of the streets. One chapter in the book, entitled

"The Dance of the Hours," and depicting the outer scene as well
as_

the

inner significance of an evening at a well-known " Theatre of Varieties
"

in Leicester Square, strikes us as a little masterpiece of close analysis and

vigorous description. And the little thumb-nail sketches of the London

streets have the grim force of a Callot. But the real virtue of the book con-

sists of its tender, sympathetic, almost reverential picture of Cuckoo Bright.

Not that there is any attempt at idealising her ; she is shown in all her tawdry,

slangy, noisy vulgarity, as she is. But in despite of all this, the woman is

essentially a heroine, and lovable. If it contained nothing more than what

we do not hesitate to call this beautiful story—and it does contain more—
Flames would be a noteworthy book.

'

The World.—'An exceedingly clever and daring work . . . a novel so

weirdly fascinating and engrossing that the reader easily forgives its length.

Its unflagging interest and strength, no less than its striking originality, both

of design and treatment, will certainly rank it among the most notable novels

of the season.
'

The Daily Telegraph.— '
It carries on the attention of the reader from

the first chapter to the last. It is full of exciting incidents, very modern, and

excessively up-to-date.'

The National Observer and British Review.—' Such are the literary

gifts which Mr. Hichens possesses, that he makes his story interesting from

beginning to end. To these gifts we are anxious to pay a merited tribute.

First amongst them we may mention his singular skill in style—the instinctive

accuracy of his sentences, their bracing rhythm, and the charm of their

occasional music. To this must be added a genuine sense of poetry, which

shows itself in his descriptions of various aspects of nature, and not infrequently

in his descriptions of moral situations likewise. He has, further, an extra-

ordinarily keen faculty of observation, in respect of social life, under its

meaner and more sordid aspects. The house, for instance, where Marr died,

the lodgings and the landlady of the heroine, are described with a force and

a vividness, with a poignant and semi-humorous precision, which recalls the

art of Balzac more than that of any other writer. The furniture, the wall-

paper, the smells that haunt the passages,—all these details are brought home

to our senses, and leave on the mind an impression not unlike that produced

by the boarding-house in P^re 00^01'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



AN IMAGINATIVE MAN
By ROBERT IIIfHI

'

Author oi 'Tut Green • :on
'

In One Volume^ price 6s.

The Guardian.— 'There is no possible doubt as to the cleverness of the

book. The scenes are exceeding powerful.'

The Graphic.
— 'The story embodies a study of remarkable subtlety and

ad the style is m>t only vivid and picturesque, but in those
;

emotion and reflection, which strike what is, perhaps, the charac-

teristic note of late nineteenth century prose literature, is touched with some-

thing of poetic charm.'

The Daily Chronicle.— '

It treats an original idea with no little skill, and
written with a distinction which gives M. I ! i hens a conspicuous place

amongst the youn who are really studious of English die

. . . It is marked out with an imaginative resource which has a w note
of literature.'

The Scotsman.—' It is no doubt a remarkable book. It it has a!:.

none of the humour of its predecessor {The Green Ca itten

with the same brilliancy of style, and the same skill is shown in the drawing
of accessories. Mr. Hichens's three characters never fail to be interesting.

They are presented with very considerable power, while the backgrour
.'ti.in life and scenery is drawn with a sure hand.'

THE FOLLY OF EUSTACE
By ROBERT HICHENS

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Daily Telegraph.— ' There is both imaginative power and a sense of

style in all that Mr. Hiehens writes, coupled with a distinct vein of humour.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— '

Admirably written, and in the vein that !

Ilichens has made peculiarly his own.'

The World.— ' The author of .-In line. lace

among imaginative writers by that remarkable work, .

fully sustains his well-merited repute as a teller o( tale-. '1

story is as fantastic and also as reasonable as could . the

occasional dash of strong sentiment, the sudden turning on of :s of

sound knowledge of life and things that we find in the author when he is most
fanciful. The others are weird enough and sti ogh in human int

to make a name for their writer had his name needed niaki:

London : W1I.UAM HEINEMANN, i\ Bedford Street, v.
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ANDRIA
By PERCY WHITE

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Athenaeum.— ' In the small area of Andria may be found more clever-

ness than in a score of common novels.'

The National Observer.—'The book is literally loaded with clever

sayings.'

The Daily Telegraph.— ' Cannot fail to secure the sincerest admiration

as a collection of lifelike and convincing character-sketches, in every one of

which the touch of a master-hand is conspicuously and continuously manifest.

. . . Sparkles with brilliant metaphor and trenchant epigram.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— ' One of the most brilliantly executed portraits in

modern fiction, the portrait of Louis Olway, philosopher and pessimist. . . .

The irony of it all is delicious.
'

The Daily Graphic.— ' Andria is a worthy successor to Mr. Bailey-
Martin and that caustic study Corruption.''

The Globe.— ' Andria will have attractions for many.'

The New York World.— ' Mr. White has distinctly added to his record.'

The British Weekly.—'The people and situations are only too real.'

The Birmingham Gazette.— 'There is a noble sort of pathos in the life

and death of Andria's husband, and a strong, breezy, and healthful air about

Andria herself.'

The Court Journal.
— ' The story is interesting to those who want a story ;

it affords the "
social problem

"
solutionists all the elements of a study in love

and matrimony.'

The Manchester Courier.— ' No one will spend a dull hour in the time

he gives to Mr. White's latest novel.'

The Bradford Observer.— ' Mr. Percy White will lose nothing in reputa-

tion. . . . Andria shows the same intensity of purpose and vigour of

writing.'

The Glasgow Herald.—'Andria is a good novel ;
it touches many phases

of life; its author writes as a gentleman, and his tone is refreshingly wholesome.'

The Sheffield Daily Telegraph.— * An artistic, clever, and well-finished

novel, Andria should rank as Mr. White's best book.'

The Standard.—'A clever novel, subtle and discriminating in its character-

drawing, and full of excellent things. ... It shows, too, a greater capacity
for kindliness and sympathy, and a wider view of humanity than its pre-

decessors.'

The Daily News.— '

It goes without saying that a book from the pen of Mr.

Percy White abounds in cleverness. ... In some respects the story interests

us more than its predecessors. It is, we think, more human. ... It is all

very well done, with certainty of touch and convincing restraint of manner.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



CORRUPTION
By PERCY WHITE

In One Volume
i

^s.

The Speaker.— 'In his first book, Mr. Bailey-Mat tin, Mr. White gave
us a remarkable picture of the sordidness of life in a suburban household.
In the present volume he rises to a higher social level, and treats of r

members of Parliament, of political leaders, and even ol I

. . . The sketches of types are both forcible and true.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'None can travel over his ten

pages without being gladdened by the little

the scene for us, or stirred by the shrewdness and worldly h he
has put into the mouths of his characters. One of the charms of the book
lies in the conviction that its author know- nd is full of a bi

full knowledge, and I ipathy with the :

with which it abounds. ...hi n preached on the ol

text, that the evil-doer must alwr.;. The book is a drama

intensity, a tragedy of inflexible purpose and relentless result.'

The Daily Telegraph.— ' Com - n fulfils the brilliant pro-
mises of Mr. Ba ... As its title indicates, it deals with the

political and social cankers of the day, which it lays bare with a and

unerring touch.'

MR. BAILEY-MARTIN
By PERCY WHITE

With a Photogravure Portrait of the Author

In One Valiant-, price 6s.

The Times.— ' Mi. White has written an audacious book.'

The Athenaeum.— 'Mr. White, with the aid of the necessary qualitk
—

dry humour and delicate irony
—succeeds nearly all the time. . . . The,

acter is one exceedingly difficult to portray. . . . Mr. White h. : the

temptation to force and exaggerate the note, and this is probably the secret of

his success.'

The Speaker.— 'There is cleverness enough in Mr. I •; to

furnish forth a dozen novels. . . . It shows not only a remarkable ki

of contemporary life, Imt a keen insight into character, and a con

e of literary power."

The Daily Telegraph.— ' The book teems with smart

characterisations, and cannot fail to make a mark among the cleverest

o f the year.'

The Daily Chronicle.—'The book must be pronounced a well-nigh un-

qualified triumph.'

The National Observer.— '

Admirably clever, and deserving
•

those who are bored with the average novel.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, ai Bedford Street. W.C.



THE SPOILS OF POYNTON
By HENRY JAMES
In One Volume, price 6s.

The National Observer.— ' One of the finest works of the imagination, if

not actually the finest, that has come from the press for several years. A
work of brilliant fancy, of delicate humour, of gentle satire, of tragedy and

comedy in appropriate admixture. A polished and enthralling story of the

lives of men and women, who, one and all, are absolutely real. We con-

gratulate Mr. James without reserve upon the power, the delicacy, and the

charm of a book of no common fascination.'

The World.— ' Mr. Henry James at his very best.'

The Bookseller.—'Shows all Mr. James's wonted subtleness of observa-

tion and analysis, fine humour, and originality of thought.'

The Court Journal.
—'Mr. James is philosophical, aesthetic, refined,

daintily humorous, delicately cynical by turns. There is scarcely a page
which has not some good thing in it. He give us Cosway-like portraits of

men and women, delicately cynical sketches of character, relieved by flashes

of keen humour.'

The Standard.— 'Immensely clever.'

The Daily Telegraph.—' Women ought to be grateful to Mr. James for

delineating a woman as supremely honourable as any knight of chivalry. A
book in every way worthy of its author, and, at the same time, extremely

characteristic. It goes without saying that Mr. James has drawn the chief

figures of his story with his usual precision of outline and felicity of touch.

But in this book, it is not only the characters that rivet one's attention, for,

by some cunning artifice, certain mere chattels, a few objets cTart, are invested

with an interest and an importance of their own.'

The Daily News.—' Mr. James's art is that of the miniaturist. In this

book we have much of the delicate whimsicalities of expression, of the amaz-

ing cleverness in verbal parryings ; we never cease to admire the workman-

ship.'

The Morning Post.—' A strikingly clever book.'

The Daily Mail.—'This comedy is positively delightful. An exquisite

story, rich in detail, well-flavoured with humour, and excellent in workman-

ship.
'

The St. James's Gazette.—'A notable novel, written with perfect com-

mand of the situation, original—a piece of exquisitely polished literature.'

The Westminster Gazette.—' The best novel that Mr. James has given

us for several years. The writing is pointed, subtle, exquisite, and abound-

ing in delicate shades of meaning. The book is admirable throughout, and

it will be a serious reflection on novel readers if its unflagging interest does

not win it a wide circle of readers.'

The Manchester Guardian.—' Delightful reading. The old felicity of

phrase and epithet, the quick, subtle flashes of insight, the fastidious liking

for the best in character and art, are as marked as ever, and give one an

intellectual pleasure for which one cannot be too grateful.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



EMBARRASSMENTS
, HENRY JAM]

In One Volume
%

<'>s.

The Times.— ' Mr. James's stories arc a continued . .ainst super-

ip and slovenly style.
He is an ei

If to keeping alive the sacred fire of genu d he hu
1 in a circle of constant admit

The Daily News.— ' Mr. H
In his new volume, we find all th

is characteristic qualities. It is a curiousl . :ae.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— 'Hi I-nigh ]

..ill ol tl.

, and the inspiration of the born writer.'

The National Observer.—'The delicate art of Mr. Henry

The St. James's Gazette.— '

All four stories are delightful for admii.

manship, for nicety and precision of presentati
is beyond question a mast-.

The Literary World.—'Admirers of Mr. 1. I be glad to

have this collection of polished stories. The:
work : no signs of hurry or cai

'a. Embarrassments is as good as anything he has written,

of a sincere and brilliantly clever writ i

TERMINATIONS
Bv HENRY JAM

In One ; jS.

The Times.— ' All the stories are told by a man whose heart and
in hi- .on of literature.'

The Morning Post.— 'The discriminating will not fail to

composing this volume workmanship of a ver
lative fancy that is, in a measure, a rev

The Athenaeum.— ' The appearance of Term
the general belief in Mr. Henry James's accomplished touc'

rial. On the contrary, it confirms conclusions lor.,

will increase the respect of his readers. . . . With such

Ming obsen . surely in hi-

be as sat i

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'What strikes one, i

.

one can onl\ i ..inds in admiration. The
. character, the extraordinary observation, and th(

phrasing
— these qualities are everywhere visible.'

The Scotsman.— ' All the stories are peculiar and full of a rare
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M cLEOD OF THE CAMERONS
By M. HAMILTON
In One Volume, price §s.

The Athenaeum.—'The author of A Self-Denying Ordi?iance and Across
an Ulster Bog has not belied their promise in M'Leod of the Camerons.'

The Spectator.— ' The author's method of handling her theme is void of

offence, and she certainly succeeds in enlisting the sympathies of her readers
for her courageous heroine. The denouement is quite refreshingly wholesome.'

The Speaker.— ' We have read many novels of life at Malta, but none so
vivid and accurate in local colour as M'Leod of the Camerons. A well-told
and powerful story . . . acute analysis of character ; it offers a standard of

perfection to which the majority of writers of fiction cannot attain.'

The Literary World.— 'A decidedly good story. It has some very
original features, is well told, and is entertaining enough to hold the reader
in close attention.

'

The National Observer.—'Miss Hamilton shows wonderful powers of
observation. She also has a fine dramatic gift, used to advantage in the
more stirring scenes. The book is true to life, and it is also true to art.'

The Daily Telegraph.—' A well told story. A lifelike picture of garrison
existence in Malta, as well as a number of vigorous and convincing character-

sketches, outlined with considerable force, and filled in with great delicacy of
finish. From beginning to end, the story is alive with human interest.'

The Standard.— ' There is not only more promise but more achievements
in M'Leod of the Camerons than in any novel by a comparatively new writer
that we have read for a long time. It is well constructed, well thought out,
and the characters are set before the reader in a manner that makes it evident
the writer knows all about them. Her style is straightforward and admirably
adapted to the telling of a story.'

The Daily News.— ' The quality of this author's work is the great clear-
ness of the presentation, character, and setting. The motive of the story is

original, and the treatment throughout is skilful and strong.'

The Manchester Guardian.—' Striking and exceedingly readable. Miss
Hamilton is to be congratulated upon a very fresh, exciting, and yet natural

piece of work.'

The Daily Chronicle.— 'A clever and very well written story.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— ' Miss Hamilton has a real power of compelling
pity, and not a little sense of humour. Altogether this novel is very readable
and talented, and far above the average novel.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



A SELF-DENYING ORDINANCE
M. II A M I LTON

In ( 'vc l\ lu '•..•, price 6s.

The Athenaeum.—'The characters are exceptional!)

nient is brisk, and th ie is natural and convincing.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.--' J>>anna Conway is on distinctly new lines, and

it has given us pleasure to follow her spicy, attractive personality thr

all the phases of her carefully, finely-depicte on.'

The National Observer.— ' A remarkably lifelike picture of EnL;

society. The author is a keen observer. The writing is above the r.

The Daily Chronicle.—'An excellent novel. Joanna Conway is one of

the most attractive figures in recent fiction. It is no small tribute to the

author's skill that this simple country girl, without beauty or accomplishn.

is from first to last so winning a personality. The book is full of excellent

observation.'

Black and White.— ' Some pleasant hours may be passed in following the

fortunes of Joanna, the charming heroine ofM. Hamilton's .-J Self-Den
:>:a>:c(. The book is well written, and holds the attention rt to

finish. The characters are true to life.'

The Methodist Times.—'The story retains its interest throughout. It

contains some vividly-drawn delineations of character.'

Woman.— 'Contains the finest, surest, subtlest character drawing

England has had from a new writer for years and years ;

Public Opinion. —'A well written and fascinating novel. It is a c!

sketch of life in its different phases. ..." Every : crsonage strik.

being richly endowed with individual!'.;.

The Manchester Courier.-
' A decided success. There are such women

as Joanna Conway in the world, though, unfortunately, not so many as are

required ; but there are few writers of the present day who cm do

such a character, so poetical, and yet so practical. . . . There is humc.

the book : the scene is chiefly in Ireland, and who can tru!;.

without humour ? but the arm is in the rfcJ tend,

the womanly chivalry which renders so true the title :-denying

ordinance.'
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THE EBB-TIDE
By ROBERT LOUIS STEVENSON

AND

LLOYD OSBOURNE
Iti One Volume, price 6s.

The Times.— ' This is a novel of sensation. But the episodes and

incidents, although thrilling enough, are consistently subordinated to sensa-

tionalism of character. . . . There is just enough of the coral reef and the

palm groves, of cerulean sky and pellucid water, to indicate rather than to

present the local colouring. Yet when he dashes in a sketch it is done to

perfection. . . . We see the scene vividly unrolled before us.'

The Daily Telegraph.—'The story is full of strong scenes, depicted
with a somewhat lavish use of violet pigments, such as, perhaps, the stirring
situations demand. Here and there, however, are purple patches, in which
Mr. Stevenson shows all his cunning literary art—the description of the

coral island, for instance. . . . Some intensely graphic and dramatic pages
delineate the struggle which causes, and a final scene . . . concludes this

strange fragment from the wild life of the South Sea.'

The St. James's Gazette.—'The book takes your imagination and
attention captive from the first chapter

—
nay, from the first paragraph

—and it

does not set them free till the last word has been read.'

The Standard.—'Mr. Stevenson gives such vitality to his characters,
and so clear an outlook upon the strange quarter of the world to which he
takes us, that when we reach the end of the story, we come back to civilisa-

tion with a start of surprise, and a moment's difficulty in realising that we
have not been actually away from it.'

The Daily Chronicle.—'We are.swept along without a pause on the

current of the animated and vigorous narrative. Each incident and adven-

ture is told with that incomparable keenness of vision which is Mr. Stevenson's

greatest charm as a story-teller.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'It is brilliantly invented, and it is not less

brilliantly told. There is not a dull sentence in the whole run of it. And
the style is fresh, alert, full of surprises

—in fact, is very good latter-day
Stevenson indeed.'

The World.— '
It is amazingly clever, full of that extraordinary know-

ledge of human nature which makes certain creations of Mr. Stevenson's pen
far more real to us than persons we have met in the flesh. Grisly the book

undoubtedly is, with a strength and a vigour of description hardly to be

matched in the language. . . . But it is just because the book is so extra-

ordinarily good that it ought to be better, ought to be more of a serious whole
than a mere brilliant display of fireworks, though each firework display has

more genius in it than is to be found in ninety-nine out of every hundred
books supposed to contain that rare quality.'

The Morning Post.— '

Boldly conceived, probing some of the darkest

depths of the human soul, the tale has a vigour and breadth of touch which
have been surpassed in none of Mr. Stevenson's previous works. . . . We
do not, of course, know how much Mr. Osbourne has contributed to the tale,

but there is no chapter of which any author need be unwilling to acknow-

ledge, or which is wanting in vivid interest.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



THE NAULAHKA
A Tale of West and East

By RUDYARD KIPLING and WOLCOTT

/// O ice 6s.

The Athenasum.— ' There is no one but Mr. Kipling who can make his

readers taste and smell, as well as see and hear, the East ; and in this 1

(it' w the description of Twin's adventures in the

Gonraur, which is perhaps less clear-cut than usual) he hxs sui

himself. In his faculty for ge'

queer workings, Mr. Kipling.-
-

ne.'

The Academy.— ' Tht contains pa of great m
There are descriptions scattered through its : but Mr.

Kipling could have written. . . . Whoevei much of

rd to forget . . . and the story of the urn the ':.

among the best passages in modern fiction.'

The Times.—'A happy idea, well adapted to utilise the respective

perience of the joint authors. . . . An excellent story. . . . 1

train of incident, the climax of which is certainly ti.

Sitabhai and Tarvin, the alternate crudeness and ferocity of the girl-q.

susceptibility of the full-blooded American, hardly kept in

alertness and keen eye to business, the anxious eunuch « ncc
with the horses, and fretting as the stars grow pal i

the tiger slinking home at the dawn after a fruitier hunt—the whole
forms a scene not easily effaced from the memory.'

The Glasgow Herald.—'An entrancing story beyond doub:

design is admirable—to bring into violent contrast and opposition the widely

differing forces of the Old World and the New—and wl c, it

could have been done without the use of American
wonderful freshness and realism to the story. The design is a bold
it has been boldly carried out. . . . The interest is not only

•

throughout, it is at times . .... Tl jah, the i

the pomp and peril of Rhatore, are clearly Mr. Kiplii
the Indian chapters are in his best style.'

The Speaker.— ' In the presentation of Rh.:

old Kiplingesque glamour ; it is to the f Mr. K
go for the strange people and inc;

. . . It is uiough to say that the plotting of that mc
wicked gipsy, Sitabhai, is interesting ; that

the chapter which describes her - .the
and the most impressive in the book.'

The Bookman.—'The real interest of the book is in tl.

curtains of the Maharajah's palace. The cl. . his nu
forsaken Zulu queen, the gipsy with her wicked ..

life, which even Mr. Kipling has not sui
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THE MANXMAN
By HALL CAINE

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Times.—'With the exception of The Scapegoat, this is unquestion-

ably the finest and most dramatic of Mr. Hall Caine's novels. . . . The
Manxman goes very straight to the roots of human passion and emotion. It

is a remarkable book, throbbing with human interest.'

The Guardian.—'A story of exceptional power and thorough originality.
The greater portion of it is like a Greek tragic drama, in the intensity of its

interest, and the depth of its overshadowing gloom. . . . But this tragedy is

merely a telling background for a series of brilliant sketches of men and

manners, of old-world customs, and forgotten ways of speech which still

linger in the Isle of Man.'

The Standard.—'A singularly powerful and picturesque piece of work,

extraordinarily dramatic. . . . Taken altogether, The Manxman cannot fail

to enhance Mr. Hall Caine's reputation. It is a most powerful book.'

The Morning' Post.— 'If possible, Mr. Hall Caine's work, The Manx-
man, is more marked by passion, power, and brilliant local colouring than its

predecessors. ... It has a gTandeur as well as strength, and the picturesque
features and customs of a delightful country are vividly painted.

'

The World.— ' Over and above the absorbing interest of the story, which
never flags, the book is full of strength, of vivid character sketches, and

powerful word-painting, all told with a force and knowledge of local colour.'

The Queen.— ' The Manxman is undoubtedly one of the most remarkable

books of the century. It will be read and re-read, and take its place in the

literary inheritance of the English-speaking nations.'

The St. James's Gazette.— ' The Manxman is a contribution to litera-

ture, and the most fastidious critic would give in exchange for it a wilderness

of that deciduous trash which our publishers call fiction. ... It is not possible
to part from The Manxman with anything but a warm tribute of approval.'

—
Edmund Gosse.

The Christian World.—'There is a great fascination in being present,
as it were, at the birth of a classic ; and a classic undoubtedly The Manxman
is. . . . He who reads The Manxman feels that he is reading a book which
will be read and re-read by very many thousands with human tears and
human laughter.

'

Mr. T. P. O'Connor in 'The Sun.'—'This is a very fine and great

story
—one of the finest and greatest of our time. . . . Mr. Hall Caine reaches

heights which are attained only by the greatest masters of fiction. ... I

think of the great French writer, Stendhal, at the same moment as the great

English writer. ... In short, you feel what Mr. Howells said of Tolstoi,

"This is not like life ; it is life." ... He belongs to that small minority of

the Great Elect of Literature.'

The Scotsman.— '
It is not too much to say that it is the most powerful

story that has been written in the present generation. . . . The love of Pete,

his simple-mindedness, his sufferings when he has lost Kate, are painted with

a master-hand. . . . It is a work of genius.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.G



THE BONDMAN
By 1 1 ALL CAINE

With >l. •

the Auti.

In One Volume^ price 6s.

Mr. Gladstone.— ' The Bondi work of which I recognise
freshness, vigour, and sustained interest, no less than its integrity of;
The Times. — '

li is impossible to deny originality and rude power to this

saga, impossible not to admire its forceful directness, and the colossal

grandeur of its leading charact

The Academy.— 'The language of TTu Bondman is full of nervous,

graphic, and poetical English ; its interest never (lags, and its situations and

descriptions are magnificent. It is a splendid novel.'

The Speaker.—
' This is the best hook that Mr. Hall Caine has

written, and it reaches a level to which fiction very rarely attains. . . . We
.so loth to let such good work be •

I by the title of
" novel" that we are almost tempted to consider its claim to rank as a prose

The Scotsman.— ' Mr. Hall Caine has in this \ iced him

beyond the front rank of the novelists of the day. He has produced a

which, fur the ingenuity of its plot, for its literary ezcellem
dons of human passions, and for its intensely powerful dramatic scenes, is

distinctly ahead of all the fictional literature of our time, and lit to rank with
the most powerful fictional writing of the past centurv.'

THE SCAPEGOAT
By HALL CAINE

//.• One J Wurne, price 6s.

The Times.— ' In our judgment it excels in dramatic force all the Auti

previous efforts. For grace and touching pathos Naomi is a charactei which

any romancist in the world might l>e proud to have .d the tal

her parents' despair and hopes, and of her own development, confers upon
Tlu ..' a distinction which is matchless of its kind.'

The Guardian.— ' Mr. Hall Caine is un r of a sty!
is peculiarly his own. lie is in a way a Rembrandt among novel
The Athenaeum.— '

It is a delightful story to r<

The Academy.— 'Israel ben Oliel is the third of a sei

profoundly conceived characters in modern ticti

The Saturday Review.— 'This is the best novel which Mr. Caine has

yet produced.'
The Scotsman.— ' The new story will rank with Mr. I !ous

productions. Nay, it will in some res e them. It H

its place by the side of the Hebrew histories in i
;

and manfully written. It stirs the blood and ki:

Truth.— 'Mr. Hall Caine has been win]
and securely I think also, to fame. You must his

absorbing Moorish romance, The S.
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LIFE THE ACCUSER
By THE AUTHOR OF ' A SUPERFLUOUS WOMAN '

In One Volume, Price 6s.

The National Observer.—'The book has thought, it has wit, it has

humour, delicate pathos, piquant originality, and dramatic strength. Miss
Brooke owes much to George Eliot and much to George Meredith, but from
both she has learned—not copied. A story strongly imagined and told with

strength, but also with extreme delicacy. There is no weak place in the book,
no flight into fine writing, no tumble into melodrama. Many of the scenes
are memorable. A piece of drama which would have done no discredit to

George Eliot or George Meredith. No matter how small the part, it is played
perfectly ; no matter how unimportant the character, its delineation is exact,

convincing. Life the Accuser deserves to rank as a classic. We urge readers

to read it, and then to ask themselves whether it is a book they are ever likely
to forget.'

The Saturday Review.— '
It is hardly necessary to say of a novel by the

author of A Superfluous Woman, that it abounds in cleverness. Life the

Accuser has power, pith, and originality, and well deserves reading.

The Daily Chronicle.—'Miss Brooke has given us a story in which our

interest grows and grows, becomes absorbing, and is fast held until the last

word upon the last page is read. Miss Brooke has wrought conscientiously
and well ; her style has real distinction, her thought is upon a high level, her

characterisation strong, clear, and vivid. All the men and women are por-

trayed with much more than ordinary skill and effectiveness, but Rosalie

Treleyon and Constantia Dayntree are masterpieces of portraiture. In fine,

Life the Accuser is beyond all doubt a work of time and care and marked

literary ability. The author's own observations upon men and things, inter-

spersed among the pages, are as evidently the reflection of a clever brain

trained to thinking keenly and justly, as the story itself is evidently the work
of an artist.'

The New Age.—'A book which should win its author a front-rank place

among the novelists of to-day by its literary excellence, the conscientious

thoroughness of its workmanship, and the perfection of its artistry.'

The Daily Graphic.
— ' Clever studies of character, and passages of undeni-

ably good writing.'

The Literary World.— ' Once the author gets deep ... we are held

captive by the vividness of the recital.'

The Court Journal.
— ' Of the cleverness of Miss Brooke's novel there can

be no question. There is much admirable dialogue, much clever psychology,
much dramatic feeling and literary daring. The story is admirably told.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.—' Interesting throughout.'

The Academy.— ' In the conception of the story, in the grasp of the

characters and the situations, there is undoubted power and notable promise.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



A SUPERFLUOUS WOMAN
/'/ One Volum 6s.

The Spectator.
—'There are certain passages which ttcntion

in the vividness of their imaginatr.

oj vague indeterminate work t.y which they are surroi

picion that the author may show herself possessed, not merely of talent,
even of a spark of genius.

'

The Daily News.— ' The anonymous writer has descripti is of no
mean order. The landscape passages are in.-tinct with colour and atmosphere*
There are some charming pastoral scenes, but the character-dra. ugh-
out is not convincing.'

The Daily Graphic.— '

Only a clever woman could have written the story of

Je?samine ; only a woman. could fail to see how brilliantly inconclusive ;'

The Daily Telegraph.— • No one who bestows attentive :

i question the power of the anon]
The pages betray a capacity for the analysis of human feelings and emotions

!y to be met with. .-/ Superfluous Woman is not a n-

1 and then laid aside ; it will repay a second perusal.'

The Westminster Gazette.— ' There is much strong, and some path*
writing in A Superfluous Woman. Apart from its structural defect-

power and imagination in no small degree. The chief success of the

unquestionably Colin. This is a book far out of the common rut, and ;

power of interesting even when it displeases.'

The National Observer.— ' The book is not another production of the

deadly Serious Female. It is best where it is nearest passion;.
liar qualities

—
force, cleverness, insight

— in the last

mine I lin, and in that of her lonely death. Altogether the

uncommonly well worth reading.'

The Standard.— 'A love-story that i- a narkable piece ol

. . . told with real power and beauty. The writer is full of undisciplim
and undigested thought ; but she has poetry, and

]
and coura .

are mistaken, has a future before her.'

The St. James's Gazette.— 'A hold work. We are very muc
that "the young person" will not be allowed to read it. I

hope that she will do so without permission; for.

novel of the season, r

The Gentlewoman.— '

icuous ability, full of

problems e( life, and a keen sense of :

conn icn should carry the author to a fame hi

avoid.'

The Queen.— ' One is fascinated, and devours thi atasittii
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THE HEAVENLY TWINS
By SARAH GRAND

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Athenaeum.— 'It is so full of interest, and the characters are so

eccentrically humorous yet true, that one feels inclined to pardon all its

faults, and give oneself up to unreserved enjoyment of it. . . . The twins

Angelica and Diavolo, young barbarians, utterly devoid of all respect, con-

ventionality, or decency, are among the most delightful and amusing children
in fiction.'

The Academy.—'The adventures of Diavolo and Angelica — the
"
heavenly twins

"—are delightfully funny. No more original children were
ever put into a book. Their audacity, unmanageableness, and genius for

mischief—in none of which qualities, as they are here shown, is there any
taint of vice—are refreshing ; and it is impossible not to follow, with very
keen interest, the progress of these youngsters.

'

The Daily Telegraph.— '

Everybody ought to read it, for it is an inex-

haustible source of refreshing and highly stimulating entertainment.'

The World.— ' There is much powerful and some beautiful writing in this

strange book.'

The Westminster Gazette.—'Sarah Grand . . . has put enough obser-

vation, humour, and thought into this book to furnish forth half-a-dozen

ordinary novels.'

Punch.— ' The Twins themselves are a creation : the epithet
"
Heavenly

"

for these two mischievous little fiends is admirable.'

The Queen.— ' There is a touch of real genius in The Heavenly Twins'

The Guardian.—'Exceptionally brilliant in dialogue, and dealing with

modern society life, this book has a purpose—to draw out and emancipate
women. '

The Lady.—'Apart from its more serious interest, the book should take

high rank on its literary merits alone. Its pages are brimful of good things,
and more than one passage, notably the episode of "The Boy and the

Tenor," is a poem complete in itself, and worthy of separate publication.'

The Manchester Examiner.—'As surely as Tess of the cCUrbervilles

swept all before it last year, so surely has Sarah Grand's Heavenly Twins

provoked the greatest attention and comment this season. It is a most

daringly original work. . . . Sarah Grand is a notable Woman's Righter,
but her book is the one asked for at Mudie's, suburban, and seaside libraries,

and discussed at every hotel table in the kingdom. The episode of the
" Tenor and the Boy

"
is of rare beauty, and is singularly delicate and at the

same time un-English in treatment.'

The New York Critic.—'It is written in an epigrammatic style, and,

besides its cleverness, has the great charm of freshness, enthusiasm, and

poetic feeling.
'
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I L) F A L A
A STUDY FROM LIFE

I", 5ARAH (".RAN

//; Om Volume, price 6s.

The Morning Post.— 'Sarah Grand's Idea/a. ... A clever l>ook in

itself, is especially interesting when read in the li^ht of her hat-

Standing alone, it is remarkable as the outcome of an -nind seeking
in good faith the solution of a difficult and ever present problem. . .

is original and somewhat daring. . . . The story is in many ways delightful
and thought-suggesting.

'

The Liverpool Mercury.— 'The book i-; a wonderful one—an
for the fair sex, and at once an inspiration and a

which thoughtful womanhood will recur again and a

The Glasgow Herald.— '

the honour of a fifth

edition. . . . The stir created by The Heavenly Twins, the cent
work by the same authoress, Madame Sarah Grand, would justify this step.

a can, however, stand on its own merits.'

The Yorkshire Post.—'As a psychological study the book cannot fail

be of interest to many readers.'

The Birmingham Gazette.— ' Madame Sarah Grand thoroughly deserves
her success. Ideala, the heroine, is a splendid conception, and her opinions
are noble. . . . The book is not one to be forgotten.

'

OUR MANIFOLD NATURE
By SARAH GRAND

In One Volume, price 6j.

The Spectator.
—

'Insight into, and general sympathy with wi

ing i
liases of humanity, coupled with power to reproduce what is seen,

with vivid distinct strokes, that rivet the attention, are qualifications for

work of the kind contained in Our Manifold Nature which Sarah <

evidently possesses in a high degree. . . . All these studies, male and female

alike, are marked by humour, pathos, fidelity to life, and power to i

in human nature the frequent recurrence of some apparently inc

and remote trait, which, when at last it becomes

prehension of what might otherwise be inexplicable.'

The Speaker. — 'In Our Manifold Na seen at her

best. How good that is can only be known 1
;.

.tin-

selves this admirable little volume. In freshness of cone nd origi:

of treatment these stories are delightful, full of force and piquancy, whilst

the studies of character are carried out with equal firmness and delica

The Guardian.— ' Our Ma* ' iturt is a Sarah ('.rand

has the power of touching common things, which, if it fails to make them
'•

lise to touch the spheres,'' renders them exceedu gly in:-.
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THE MASTER
By I. ZANGWILL

With a Photogravure Portrait of the Author

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Morning Post.— ' The merits of the book are great. Its range of obser-

vation is wide
;

its sketches of character are frequently admirably drawn. . . .

It is extremely refreshing, after a surfeit of recent fiction of the prevalent type,
to welcome a really clever work by a writer who is certainly not hampered
by conventional prejudice.'

The Queen.— 'It is impossible to deny the greatness of a book like The

Master, a veritable human document, in which the characters do exactly as

they would in life I venture to say that Matt himself is one of the most

striking and original characters in our fiction, and I have not the least doubt
that The Master will always be reckoned one of our classics.'

The Daily Chronicle.— '

It is a powerful and masterly piece of work. . . .

Quite the best novel of the year.'

The Literary World.— ' In The Master, Mr. Zangwill has eclipsed all his

previous work. This strong and striking story of patience and passion, of

sorrow and success, of art, ambition, and vain gauds, is genuinely powerful
in its tragedy, and picturesque in its comp'eteness. . . . The work, thoroughly
wholesome in tone, is of sterling merit, and strikes a truly tragic chord, which
leaves a deep impression upon the mind.'

The Jewish World.— ' For a novel to be a work that shall live, and not

merely please the passing taste of a section of the public, it must palpitate with

the truth of human experience and human feeling. . . . Such a novel is The

Master, Mr. Zangwill's latest, and assuredly one of his best works. Interest

in the story is sustained from beginning to end. From the first page to the

last we get a series of vivid pictures that make us feel, as well as understand,
not only the personality and environment of his characters, but the motives
that compel, like fate, their words and actions.'

The Leeds Mercury.— ' The Master is impassioned and powerful, and, in

our judgment, is vastly superior to Children ofthe Ghetto. From the first page to

the last the book is quick with life, and not less quick surprises. . . . The

impression which the book leaves is deep and distinct, and the power, from
start to finish, of such a delineation of life is unmistakable.'

The Liverpool Mercury.— ' The accomplished author of Children of the

Ghetto has given us in The Master a book written with marvellous skill, and
characterised by vivid imaginative power. It is not a volume to be taken up and

despatched in a leisure evening, but one to be studied and enjoyed in many
an hour of quiet, or to be read aloud in the family circle, when the toils of

the day have given place to retirement and peace.
'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



CHILDREN OF THE GHETTO
A Study of a Peculiar People

By I. ZANGWILL
/// One Volume, price 6s.

The Times.— . ret point of view we regard it, it is a rem .

able book.'

The Athenaeum.— 'The chief interest of the book lies in the wonderful

description of the Whitechapel Jews. T! ess and force "
Mr. Zangwill brings before us the strange and uncouth characters with which
he has peopled his book are truly admirable Vdmirers of Mr. /'

fecund wit will not fail to find flashes of it in these

The Daily Chronicle.— '

Altogether we are not aware of any such minute,
hie, and seemingly faithful picture of the Israel of nineteenth century

London. . . . The bonk has taken hold of us.'

The Spectator.— 'Esther Ansell, Raphael Leon, Mr-. 1! i ry Goldsmith,
Reb Shemnel, and the rest, are living creations.

The Speaker.— ' A strong and remarkable book.'

The National Observer.— 'To ignore this book is not to know the i

End Jew.'

The Guardian.— ' A novel such as only our own day could produce. A
masterly study of a complicated psychological problem in which every factor

is handled with such astonishing dexterity and intelligence th and

again we are tempted to think a really good book has come into our hands.'

The Graphic.— 'Absolutely fascinating. Teaches how closely a

laughter and tears.'

Black and White.—'A moving panorama of Jewish life, full of truth, fuli

of sympathy, vivid in the setting forth, and occasionally most brilliant. S

a book as this has the germs of a dozen novels. A book to read, to ke<

ponder over, to remember.'

W. Archer in ' The World.'— ' The most powerful and ook
I have read for many a long day.'

Land and Water.—'The most wonderful multi-coloured and brii'

description. Dickens has never drawn characters of more i

viduality. An exceeding beautiful chapter is the honeymoon of the 11\

Charles Kingslcy in one of his books makes for

But his idea i I so tender and faithful, nor his handling
so delicate and natural.'

Andrew Lan£ in
'

Longman's Magazine. '—
' A I of

T. P. O'Connor in 'The Weekly Sun.'—'.'

great artistic merits, from its clear portraits,
chaiacter, its pathos and its humour, this book has, in my i

interest as a record of a generation that has passed .

yet going on.'

The Manchester Guardian.— 4 The best Jewish no>
'

n.'
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THE KING OF SCHNORRERS
Grotesques and Fantasies

By I. ZANGWILL
With over Ninety Illustrations by Phil May and Others.

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Athenaeum.—'Several of Mr. Zangwill's contemporary Ghetto char-

acters have already become almost classical; but in The King of Schnorrers
he goes back to the Jewish community of the eighteenth century for the
hero of his principal story ; and he is indeed a stupendous hero . . . anyhow,
he is well named the king of beggars. The illustrations, by Phil May, add

greatly to the attraction of the book.'

The Saturday Review.—'Mr. Zangwill has created a new figure in

fiction, and a new type of humour. The entire series of adventures is a

triumphant progress. . . . Humour of a rich and active character pervades
the delightful history of Manasses. Mr. Zangwill's book is altogether very
good reading. It is also very cleverly illustrated by Phil May and other

artists.'

The Daily Chronicle.— '
It is a beautiful story. The King of Schnorrers

is that great rarity
—an entirely new thing, that is as good as it is new.'

The World.— ' The exuberant and even occasionally overpowering humour
of Mr. Zangwill is at his highest mark in his new volume, The King of
Schnorrers.

'

THE PREMIER AND THE PAINTER
By I. ZANGWILL and LOUIS COWEN

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Graphic.—'It might be worth the while of some industrious and

capable person with plenty of leisure to reproduce in a volume of reasonable

size the epigrams and other good things witty and serious which The Premier
and the Painter contains. There are plenty of them, and many are worth

noting and remembering.'

The St. James's Gazette.—'The satire hits all round with much impar
tiality ; while one striking situation succeeds another till the reader is alto-

gether dazzled. The story is full of life and "go" and brightness, and will

well repay perusal.'

The Morning Post.—'The story is described as a "fantastic romance,"
and, indeed, fantasy reigns supreme from the first to the last of its pages. It

relates the history of our time with humour and well-aimed sarcasm. All the

most prominent characters of the day, whether political or otherwise, come in

for notice. The identity of the leading politicians is but thinly veiled, while

many celebrities appear in propria" persond. Both the " Premier
" and

"Painter" now and again find themselves in the most critical situations.

Certainly this is not a story that he who runs may read, but it is cleverly

original, and often lightened by bright flashes of wit.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



THE WORLD AND A MAN
Bv '

7. Z
'

In One Volume^ Price 6s.

The Daily Chronicle.— 'This is an •

Ly clever novel.

Dutch was clever, but this book is worth a dozen of it. In all modem fi

there is no character more hly realised than the Man with whom the

trously. Z Z has analysed his hero according to the

best method of a literary artist. The story . . . fascinates from the

power of its
telling.

Z Z's literary meth e literary method of Mr.

George Gissing, of Mr. George Moore, of Kmile Zola. Although then

so many details, one can see plainly enough that each has been carefully
selected for reproduction. In this respect his work is superior to that of most
in "lern realists, and to that of one, perhaps of two, of the writers we have

just mentioned. He is absolutely faithful to life. He gives just so much as

will produce a strong, vivid, memorable impression. The World an
is a serious contribution to literature.'

The Globe.— ' Sincere ami thoughtful, and so much above the average,
that all who read for profit should hasten to judge it for the

The Observer.— ' A strongly written story which will please those readers

who care for the more serious kind of fiction. A clever anil readable work,
which may be recommended to all who look for something more than mere
"

(lowers, froth, and flummery" in the fiction which they peruse.'

A DRAMA IN DUTCH
By 'Z Z'

/// One Volume, price 6s.

The Speaker.—'A novel of such remarkable merit, and written with such

easy mastery of style. From first to last this striking and powerful
maintains a high level of excellence, betokening no 'prentice hand. It

st >ry teeming with humour and pathos, instinct with th< I human
and quick to apprehend the subtle twists and inconsistencies of human
character. Above all, it is deliciously original . . .and told with

humour, and dramatic vigour. A vivid picture of a . hich

little light has been cast by OUi I since Dickens laid d

The Westminster Gazette.— 'Vivid in portraiture, vivacious in manner.

. . . The combination of close observation and gi nic hum
the book a decided charm. . . . The pathetic figun
tenderness which indefinitely c

i mi impr< »sion of the

The Aberdeen Daily Free Press.— '

In the publication of this and
kindred works, Mr. Heinemann is doing m

;r of our English fiction. . . . lie ':..•.- -
.

yet more bracing work than t!

it will carry delight to even the most unthinking.'

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedfori . W.C



A COURT INTRFGrCTi!/ DC

By BASIL THOMSON
In One Volume, Price 6s.

The Daily Chronicle.—'The description of the Court is broad farce.

There is a topsyturvydom about everything that is almost Gilbertian. Lovers
of mystery are hardly to be satisfied without a little gore, and it is to these

that we commend A Court Intrigue.*

The Daily Telegraph.— ' The hero is a personage worthy to have figured
in Alphonse Daudet's Les Rois en Exile. Told with great power and striking

impressiveness.
'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— ' The romance is sprightly and entertaining.
Mr. Thomson must have the credit for an audacious and happy piece of

invention.'

The Guardian.— •

Admirably told. The reader's curiosity is kept awake
the whole time. . . . The idea is both original and ingenious.'

The Academy.— ' Mr. Thomson has three first-rate qualities : wit, inven-

tion, and an admirable manner. No cleverer book will appear this side of

Christmas. A book at once enthralling and original.
'

The Morning Post.—'The balance is always evenly held between

pleasant comedy and farce in Mr. Thomson's decidedly clever work. His
conceit is carried out with vivacity and considerable lightness of touch, to

which is added just enough pathos.'

CHUN-TI-KUNG
By CLAUDE REES

In One Volume, Price 6s.

The World.—'Apart from its love interest, the novel is decidedly enter-

taining, as the author is not only a keen student of Chinese character, but has

written powerfully, and as one having authority, on the intricacies of official

and social life and habits in the Flowery Land.'

The Daily Telegraph.— ' A novel of exceptional merit ; probably the most

elaborate and painstaking study of celestial life and character that has ever yet

appeared in the English language, or, for that matter, in any European tongue.'

The Literary World.—'A wonderfully intimate and presumably accurate

account of the life and doings of a middle-class young Chinaman. The first

part is delightfully humorous and original . . . with much of the peculiar
charm which carries the reader into such a wonderful atmosphere of things
Asiatic.

'

• The St. James's Budget.— ' A striking bit of work. While it is so lightly

and amusingly written that it would attract readers seeking only entertain-

ment, it speaks with knowledge of matters that claim the interest of the serious

thinker. The book is an artistic and well-rounded whole, and is a valuable

contribution to the literature that gives one part of the world some idea of the

life the other part is living.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



TJfM last sentence
Bv MAXWELL GRAY

Author of 'The Silence of Dean Maitlani

/// One Volume
i

6s.

The Standard.— '

7'he

with ic situations, the interest never for .1

characters are we and consisU

The Saturday Review.—'There is a great deal as well as a y

of incident in the story, a;.

.er seems overcrowded, nor has it the appearai
into one. The Last Sentence is a remarkable novel, and the mo." mse
its strong situations are produced without recourse to the s of

immorality.'

The Daily Telegraph.
— 'One of the most p iwerful .

out plots embodied in any modern work of fiction runs through The .

Sentence. . . . This terrible tale of retribution is told with well-

force and picturesqueness, and abounds in light as well as shade.'

The Morning- Post.— ' Maxwell Gray has the advant

1 cultured and picturesque, and while avoiding even the appc. : the

melodramatic, makes coming events cast a shadow before them so as to excite

and entertain expectation. ... It required the imagination of an artibt to

select the kind of Nemesis which finally overtakes this successful evil-d

and which affords an affecting climax to a rather fascinating tale.'

The Glasgow Herald.— 'This is a very strong story. . . . It contains

much rich colouring, some striking situations, and plenty of thoroughly 1.

characters. The interest is of a varied kind, and, though the hero i

aristocrat, the pictures of human life are by no means confined to the u

circles."

The Leeds Mercury.— '

It shows a command of the resources of the

list's art which is by no means common, and it has other qualities which

lift it far above the average level of the circulating library, i

a literary grace and a moral insight which are seldom at fault, and from

to last it is pervaded with deep human interest.'

The Queen.— 'Maxwell Gray has a certain charm and delicacy

She has mastered the subtleties of a particular type of weak d until

.-he may be almost called its prophet.'

The Lady's Pictorial.— ' The book is a clever and powerful one. . . .

Cynthia Marlowe will live in our mem
..horn it is a pleasure to think of

heroines so common in the fiction oi the d

The Manchester Courier.— '

i

gives to the reading world another sound and 1

both these works Maxwell Gray has taken " N
each work there sits behind the hero that a which poisons tl •

some draught of human joy. In each is present the c>. rroding blight that

comes of evil done and not discove

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



THE YEARS THAT THE LOCUST
HATH EATEN

By ANNIE E. HOLDSWORTH

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Literary World.— ' The novel is marked by great strength, which
is always under subjection to the author's gift of restraint, so that we are made
to feel the intensity all the more. Pathos and humour (in the true sense) go
together through these chapters ; and for such qualities as earnestness, insight,
moral courage, and thoughtfulness, The Years that the Locust hath Eaten
stands out prominently among noteworthy books of the time.'

The Daily News.—'Bears out to the full the promise given byJoanna
Traill, Spinster. The author has a genuine sense of humour, and an eye for

character, and if she bids us weep at the tragedy of life and death, she makes
us smile by her pleasant handling of human foible and eccentricities.'

The Standard.—'A worthy successor to Joanna Traill, Spinster. It is

quite as powerful. It has insight and sympathy and pathos, humour, and
some shrewd understanding of human nature scattered up and down its pages.
Moreover, there is beauty in the story and idealism. . . . Told with a humour,
a grace, a simplicity, that ought to give the story a long reign. . . . The
charm of the book is undeniable ; it is one that only a clever woman, full of

the best instincts of her sex, could have written.'

The Review of Reviews.— '
It has all the charm and simplicity of treat-

ment which gave its predecessor (Joanna Traill, Spinster) its vogue.'

The Pall Mall Gazette.— ' The book should not be missed by a fastidious

novel-reader.'

The Court Journal.
—'The moral of the book is excellent; the style

strong and bold.'

The Scotsman.— ' The story is well told, and a vein of humour serves to

bring the pathos into higher relief.'

The Manchester Guardian.— '
It is sincere and conscientious, and it

shows appreciation of the value of reticence.'

The Manchester Courier.— 'The book is full of delicate touches of

characterisation, and is written with considerable sense of style.'

The Glasgow Herald.—'Worked out with great skill and success. . . .

The story is powerfully told.'

The Liverpool Mercury.— • The story is told with sympathy and pathos,
and the concluding chapters are touching in the extreme.'

The Birmingham Gazette.—'A sad story beautifully written, containing

pure thoughts and abundant food for reflection upon the misery which exists

in the world at the present day. The tale is particularly pathetic, but it is

true in character. It will be read with interest.'

The Leeds Mercury.— 'Full of powerful situations.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.



IN HASTE AND AT LEISURE

B\ E. LYNN LINTON

/;: Ok 6s.

The Speaker.
— '

.'' a Linton

and critics. I K-r new ry, .

of writing as any to her i>

The St. James's Budget—'A thorough n.

Linton uses the weapons of knowledge and ridicule,

powerful effect; the shallow pretences of the "

torn asi

The Literary World.— '\Yha:_

tisure remains a notable achievement It I

commend it with confidence.'

The Court Journal.—'The book is a 1

of object-lessons against the folly and immoral; : the

most advanced women, who rail against men, m .

k is immensely powerful, and intensely ink :

The Daily Graphic.— 'It is an interes

endous all-round cannonade to which the

subj< I

The World.— '
It is clever, and well written.'

The Graphic.— '
It is thoroughly in: it is full

ibly tempt qu

The St James's Gazette.—' It is a novel I

: ad and enjoyed.'

The Globe.— '

It is impossible not t

literary merit.'

The Glasgow Herald.— '//; Ha
el.'

The Manchester Courier.— ' In this cruelly
" New Woman," Mrs. Lynn Linton write

.. The book is one of remarkable po\>

London: WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Beoi



THE ISLAND OF DOCTOR MOREAU
By H. G. WELLS

In One Volume, price 6s.

The Spectator.
—'There is nothing in Swift's grim conceptions of animal-

ised men and rationalised animals more powerfully conceived than Mr. Wells'

description of the deformed and malformed creatures of Doctor Moreau. . . .

Doctor Moreau is a figure to make an impression on the imagination, and his

tragic death has a kind of poetic justice which satisfies the mind of the reader.

Although we do not recommend The Island of Doctor Moreau to readers of

sensitive nerves, as it might well haunt them too powerfully, we believe that

Mr. Wells has almost rivalled Swift in the power of his very gruesome, but

very salutary as well as impressive, conception.'

The Saturday Review.— *

Finely imagined, and the story of the hero,

suddenly brought into an island peopled with nightmare creatures, is vivid

and exciting to the last degree.
'

The Literary World.— ' To say it is a work of genius is to do it inadequate

justice. Free from the least suspicion of outraging Mrs. Grundy.'

The National Observer.— ' Since The Island of Doctor Moreau contains

no word of love, we are unable to recommend it either to the sentimental girl

in the suburbs, or, since it is perfectly decent, to the unwholesome person who

brought into fashion the dying fiction once called New. But any one who can

appreciate power, daring, and originality, cannot do better than send for

Doctor Moreau.''

The Pall Mall Gazette.—'Fascinating to any one who loves the deft

manipulation of an ingenious idea. . . . The reader may sup his full of strange

and gruesome spectacles in these pages. He may or may not object to it, but

he will read if he has once begun, will read and wonder.'

The St. James's Gazette.—' There can be no question that Mr. Wells has

written a singularly vivid and stimulating story. The idea is original and

boldly fantastic. The description of the strange Beast Folk is powerful, and

even convincing. The reader follows with a growing interest the fate of the

stranger who is cast by accident upon this island of pain and terror. There

are thrilling episodes and adventurous moments, and, above all, that happy

knack of the tale-teller which makes you want to go on till you have got to

the end of the story. The book is well written, with occasional passages that

show a rare felicity in the use and handling of language. There is none of the

younger romancers more gifted.'

London : WILLIAM HEINEMANN, 21 Bedford Street, W.C.







PS 2116 .W4 1897
SMC
James . Henry . 18-

What Ma w

BAH-2506 (mcsk)




